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PART III. 



LETTER L 
7i Laiy Sophia, ^be sequel of the story of 

ROSAL IMDA. 

J- ou will find me, dear Lady Sophia, m a more 
gay disposition than when I writ my last letter. 
Perhaps the fair season has some influence on my 
temper ; the spring is now in its prime, and bloom- 
ing Nature appears in all her various pride ; the 
£eids and groves resound with artless harmony ; 
the linnet and warbling lark invite me often to rise 
"with the fragrant morning ; nor am I unwilling to 
obey the gentle summons, though 'till I came here 
I had never beheld the rising sun ; the sight was 
as great a novelty to me as a blazing star would 
have been ; the opening dawn was one of the ar- 
€ana of Nature into which my curiosity had never 
pried. Indeed, I had read many poetical descrip- 
tions of the rosy- fingered Morning unbarring the 
gates of Light, and decked in golden vestments, 
beginning her progress over the Eastern hills ; but 
I left Aurora to her rural hours^ mOciQ>il nJc^^ Yos^. 



2 LETTERS 

inclination to trace her footsteps In the pearl 
Slic was no precedent for me ; I was too pc 
open mj eyes at such ungenceel seasons ; t! 
shone in vzin, its beams were useless 'till tl 
dish world appeared. 

' But I have now conquered these refine 
and can bear the aukward custom of rising 
the fresh mornings and going to bed whc 
dusky evening closes, or I might keep my: 
wake while every other intelligent Being o 
p^rt of the globe sleeps ; when human affairs 
and the calm creation seems lulled in a pc 
slumber, except Elves and Fairies. I canno 
cisely determine what hours they keep ; bui 
13 a nurse in the family, who is intimately ac 
ted| as she says, with these sprightly phan 
she has been admitted to their moon- light 
and has led me to many a circle distingutshe 
perpetual verdure, where they use to d mce 
light fantastic rounds. Bridget and Joyci 
two dairymaids, add their testimony to the n 
and relate their own visionary experience, 
no great infidel i sometimes I believe, and « 
wish the pretty stories they tell me were tru( 
I dare not object against any of those relatio 
fear of being thought a Heatlien by the who! 
lagc. 

My circumstances are now very easy, m 
tress is fully persuaded my education has bc< 
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"petiot to my present station, and treats ttit Mbte 
r ^e a sister than a servant. 1 am under no re- 
straints but those of gratitude and justice, which 
\iriil not suffer note to be idle where I know mfstl£ 
to be dependent. 

For a damsel of quality I can work well enough 
with my needk ; and as this is all my mistress will 
suffer me to do,^ I carry my work to some verdalit 
retreat, oi which here are great variety in a large 
garden and wide range of orchard joining to the 
house. I am deUghttd with old fashioned bowers 
covered with woodbine and sweetbrier, and can 
.sit as much at my ease on a bank of camomile 
shaded with laurel as ever I did in a painted al« 
.cove. Maple-trees and box, with bushes of roses^ 
are placed about in a very agreeable disorder ; the 
.nvhole scene appears gay, but wild above rule or 
jurt: 

-.*— While Nature here 
Wantons as In her prime, and plajs at will 
Her virgin fancies—— Mition, 

The orchard joining to it is spacious and fair as the 
llcsperian inclosurcs; violets, primroses, and crocus 
lembroider the level green on which you tread ; 
the trees are set in rows, their branches mingle 
^bove, and are now in their gaudy blossoms ; the 
i^irds sit careless on the flowery sprays, and from 
^cir little throats pour out a stream of harmony, 
^hile fragrant gales refresh tlvt ^tu^t^ "wA Hi>:5cw 
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their aromatic breath dilFuse gladness to tl 
Just at the bounds of this luxuriant retrcj 
an ancient oak ; the extended boughs are : 
from the mid- day sun, which perhaps yoi: 
»hip would endure rather than screen you 
ty in such a rustic shade. Elysian groves a 
tie bowers are better suited to the delicacy 
imagination j but I am now reconciled to 
in its greatest negligence, and, seated in tti 
Tabic recess, find virtue and liberty the p 
springs of human happiness. My hours 
at my own disposal, nor am I obliged t< 
them to ceremony or vain amusements 1 1 
self under no necessity to court the imperti 
flatter the ambitious, nor to do a thousanc 
sonable things, for fear of being singular 
of the mode. 

The only intimacy I have contracted i 
daughter of the minister of this parish ; t 
her Sally ; her conversation is perfectly i 
and agreeable, and has something in it cl 
beyond all the specious rules and studied ( 
of the beau monde ; she has spent her leisur 
ding, and has certainly perused all the goc 
in her father's study, having never opene< 
on any subject, but religion, except Arg, 
Parthenia. Her prcciseness is all natural 
affected : her locks, her words, her whole 
0(u> has an air of sanctity \ oae can hardl} 
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her an inhabitant of this world, but rather a native 
of some more refined and holy region ; the sweet- 
ness of her countenance, with the surprising beau- 
ty of her whole person, would confirm this thought, 
if some evidence of morality did not appear in her 
rdecJining health. She believes herself in a con- 
'. sumption, and talks of dying as calmly as most peo- 
ple talk of going to sleep. 

However, this indifference is not, perhaps, en- 
tirely the effect of piety ; a tender passion seems 
^ to have some share in it. Her health began to de- 
cline from the time her lover died. He was the 
son of a neighbouring clergyman ; their marriage 
was concluded by the consent of both their parents. 
There had been an innocent tenderness between 
them from their childhood, and just at the period 
set to crown their mutual passion, the youth was 
seised with a fever which .ended his life, and left 
the gentle maid to mourn her disappointed joys. 

Since that she has no attachment to this world ; 
all her schemes of happiness are in a future state, 
on which her whole attention is fixed ; and nothing 
can be more sparkling than her conversation on 
these subjects. As some people grow dull and mo- 
rose in talking of religion, it brightens her counte* 
nance, gives a vivacity to her thoughts, and heaven- 
ly eloquence to her tongue. The beauty of the 
spangled firmament in a clear summer evening g^ive^ 
icr an apparent pleasure. ** lu ^^\.\k >ik^^V ^^. 
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often says, ^* I shall have a nearer riew of thow 
** radiant wonders, and shall myself outshine then 
•* glimmering lustre." 

You would be glad, Lady Sophia, if I would leave 
Sally with the angels, and talk to you of Knights 61 
the Garter, blue ribbands, embroidered coats, and 
other sublunary things. There is such a wide ei» 
trcme betwixt these subjects and heavenly thenteSj 
that I cannot introduce your tender affair with any 
xnamner of decorum ^ the descent is too precipit- 
ant. But if I must talk of love, my own amour h 
somewhat more of the ethereal kind than your'Sj 
and the transition will not be so difficult. 

Nor will it displease you to hear that mfy lovei 
continues constant, with the addition of six thou- 
sand a-year to his estate : it was left him by one oi 

the S- r family, who lately died without an 

heir. 

My mistress has been a constant advocate for the 
lovely youth, believing his proposal a vast prefer- 
ment fwr me \ while my generous lover makes hii 
addresses with greater warmth and assurance than 
when his estate was less, thinking it now in hii 
power to offer me a reparation for whatever mis- 
fortune hath reduced me to a state so unequal tO 
what (he is persuaded) my education has been. 

I have not yet accepted his propos:il, nor discOi 
vcred my rank to him ; but it is very probable I 
shall do both. What objection can I| or ratbci 
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vlut can you, make against it ? His descent is e* 
very way iUustrious^ and has vastly the advantage 
of mine ^ nature has distinguished him with an air 
oT grandeur beyond all the borrowed lustre of titles 
or equipage. There is an elegance in his behavi* 
our superior to the rule» of art or imitation ; not 
Parisj when confessed Prince on the plains of Ida^ 
appeared more graceful. He talks of love, not ia 
the strains of dramatic frenzy, but with the sobrie- 
ty of reason and virtue : Persuasion dwells on his 
tongue, while he, describes the gentle passion, in 
accents calm as the midnight air. What the con* 
sequence will be I canaot yet determine. Deai^ 
Lady Sophiai adieu* 



LETTER n. 

To Lady Sophia. 

My romance is now finished, the drama is comp 
to a conclusion ; I have been married these fovLX 
months, and, from the sober regular way of life { 
am now in, you must expect no more adventures* 
I forgot in my last to inform you, that with the 
six thousand a-ycar there was a seat nobly furnish- 
cd left to what must I call him t not my 

husband, for fear the awkward domestic found 
should give you the spleen: and if I should give, 
him the appellation of my g^Alaivt^ tcv^ \w^x^ ^-^ 
A4 " . 
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the charming youth, you would think mc run mad 
in romance : but I hope I may call him by his pro^ 
per name, which is Lucius. 

The scat, of which he is now the possessor, loob 
like the abode of Liberty and guiltless Delight ; the 
situation has something in it so jovial and airyi 
that it gives an alacrity to the mtnd. It stands on 
a gentle rising, with a view of a spacious TaUey 
before it, through which a luxuriant river draws 
its shining train, and blesses the borders with iro* 
mortal verdure ; the wide campaign beyond opens 
a fair variety of hills, of groves, and fertile plainSy 
which terminate in a distant prospect of the sea. 
"You have this beautiful scene of Nature from every 
window in the front of the house. 

I'hc opposite side of the structure discloses % 
quite different view ; as that seems the triumph of 
Nature, this appears the insult of Art -, the gardens 
and groves are so exquisitely fine and regular, that 
I fancy myself in Fairyland ; it looks all like the 
effect of enchantment^ and beyond human eoft' 
trivancc. 

The Loves and Graces figured in the painted 
alcoves persuade me I am got among the imnwr* 
tals, who seem to court me to their soft recesses j 
when through a long visto the smiling forms rise 
in just proportion before me, I converse with del* 
ties, and am charmed with the wonders of the poe* 
tical world. 
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I find leisure enough for these visionary delights, 
being discharged from family cares by my hus- 
band's grandmother, who is qualified to manage 
those affairs with great prudence and decency : It 
is a pleasure to me to submit to her advice in every 
punctilioi as I find it obliges Lucius^ who treats 
her with the utmost deference and respect \ nor 
fails to find some handsome excuse for any thing 
that has the appearance of obstinacy or caprice ia 
her temper. 

His merit in every occurrence secures my esteem; 
an air of justice and benignity shines through ,his 
whole conduct ; his mind was in the same elevation 
when his fortune was at the lowest \ nor has this 
unexpected turn had the least influence on the mo- 
desty and evenness of his disposion : his manage- 
ment in every thing is at once generous and dis- 
creet ; he has devoted a thousand pounds a-year, 
out of the six thousand, to charitable uses \ ano- 
ther thousand he secured to me for my peculiar 
cxpences 5 the rest to be spent in his household, 
the charge of which he has limited to bis income, 
and pays his bills once a month with great exact- 
ness, that no honcbt tradesman may be injured by 
his delay. Whatever trespass is done by tlie care- 
lessness of his servants, in the pursuit of their ru- 
nl sports, he patiently hears the complaints of the 
luSercrs, and restores their damage to the full. 

Uis compassion i& equal to lus }U^Ucc> iv^Ntt 
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has he been seen to turn away from a spectacle df 
pity ; never has he shut his ears to the TOice cf 
Distress ; never, by an insolent reproach, silenced 
the cries of Poverty, nor delayed his bounty totk 
necessitous. 

Several honest clergymen, with hrgc familid 
and narrow incomes, have already experienced Us 
generosity, and blessed their young benefactor. 
He has taken a son of a neighbouring minister in> 
to the family, who was bred at the University, sod 
is a youth of great piety, and very good sense | he 
reads constantly to us morning and evening pray- 
ers, when not a servant in the house is suffered ts 
be absent. 

Lucius has a handsome collection of Englidi 
and French authors 9 his father lived long enough 
to see him instructed in both these languages ) as 
that his books, with the conversation of the young 
student, are the agreeable amusement of his leisure 
hours, which are not so many as he seems to wish| 
his rank and merit still engaging him in a new ac- 
quaintance, there being several gentlemen's seati 
scattered about in this pleasant campaign. 

1 find myself more free and disengaged, having 
no companion but Sally. In her conversation I 
forget I am below the stars, and mingle with im- 
mortal beings ; her sentiments are all elevated and 
refined, the language of heaven flows from herlipf 
in accents sweet as an angel's voice 1 she has i 
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surprising memory^ and speaks the finest parts of 
Mil ton by heart : 1 fancy myself among the celc- 
•tiai minstrels when she repeats that description 
where 

Their golden harps they take, 
HarjM ever ton'd, that, gHtt'ring hy their side, 
Uke quivers hung, and, with preambk tweet 
Of charming sympony, they introduce 
Their sacred song, and waken raptures high. 

Mr Pope's Messiah is another of her favourite 
poems; which she recites with such a graceful 
pronounciationj that it seems always new ^nd sur- 
prising. 

But while I am enjoying this agreeable society, 
I know it is a pleasure that is steahng from me, 
like some fair flower, whose bloom withers while 
I am regaling my sense with its fragrancy : the 
young saint is bidding adieu to mortal things, and 
preparing for her native skies. I brought her hi- 
ther, to try if the change of air would mend her 
health *, but 1 see no advantage she has by it : aad 
finding her impatient to return, I have promised 
to carry her in my chaise to-morrow back to her 
father's house* I go the more willingly, that I may 
make a visit to the peaceful abode where I spent so 
many happy hours. 

I know not if my mistress has yet recovered the 
confusion she was in at the discovery of my qua- 
lity. As for Lucius, it seemed to\ie; tia ^^^\^x. x.^ 
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him ; he told me, there was something in my 
haviour that convinced him I was not in my j 
per station j but by what misfortune I was s 
he could never make the least conjecture : my.c 
duct, he thought, was too reserved to suffer 1 
to suspect any thing to my disadvantage ; and w 
he found my concealment was on a religious 
count, it gave him the highest satisfaction to : 
it in his power to place me in circumstances m 
agreeable and independent. 

Two or three days after I was married I wri 
my father with all the submission and tendcn 
that natural affection could dictate : I am infori 
he relents, and is pleased with an alliance to 
noble family *, but I have not yet had the honou 
any letter or message from his Lordship. Oh, c< 
I throw myself at his feet, and once more hear 
paternal blessing, my happiness were complete 

The Pastoral 1 have inclosed was only writ 
a solitary amusement ; which makes me scnc 
without any apology, or giving myself the air 
being an author : 1 hope it will not displease 
that my shepherd happens to be a Christian, 
that the pastoral scene lyes on the British ph 
as long as I leave you to wander at your leisur 
the vale of Tcmpe, or follow your fleecy charg* 
the fair Arcadian pastures. Adieu. 

Tfours, &c, 

ROSAUI* 
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A PASTORAL. 

■ENRT a«i LUCT. 

Henry, ^ 

LucT, while reciting in this verdant shade. 
By Pow'r Divine thus elegantly made, ' 
Say, canst thou envy pomp and regal rooms, 
Gay with the luxury of Persian looms ? 
Or painted roofs, whose beauty would entice 
The thoughts through all the fabled joys of vice 
Fabled, indeed ! true joys it cannot boast, 
Since pleasure flies when innocence is lost ; 
Remorse, despair, and ev'ry cruel guest, 
Become the inmates of the guilty breast. 
Lucy. 

How spotless, Henry, is thy well-turn'd min4. 
Averse to ill, to follow good inclin'd > 
With thee conversing, ev*ry day 1 learn 
New charms in sacred virtue to discern ; 
And emulous of thee, with joy pursue 
That goodness I admire and love in you* 
Henry^ 

Thoa need'st not learn of me ; in Nature^s book 
Thou may'st on thy Creatoi's wisdom look : 
And as the planets run their constant race, 
His glorious footsteps in their order trace« 
He bids the sun in all its beauty rise, 
To bless our soil, and gild the vaulted skies ; 
And, by the word of his Almighty pow'r. 
Ordains the moon to cheer the midnight hour; 
While sparkling stars in solemn order wait 
Upon her silent course, to giace her state. 
Lucym 

Nor in the skies alone his pow'r is seen ; 
Wc view il in the grove and flow'ry green ; 
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To imitate whoie charms all art U laiflt : 
The rofe't g^lowiog blush what hand can paint f 
Or equal the pale lily's soowy hue. 
Or emulate the com flow'r's glotiy blue f 
H*nry* 
Sure, Lucy, we, like the first Pair, are blett'd. 
While here, secure with innocence and rest, 
Our happy hours oo dowy pinions fly ; 
When thus assisted by Fairb't stedfast eye^ 
Upon our Maker's works we humbly gase. 
And, for their goodness, render him the praise. 
Thus, in the Patriarch's days, the Jewish swains^ 
Who fed their flocks on Mamre's fruitful plains, 
Worship*d Jehovah in the woods and fiekl. 
And prais'd his name for all the fruit they yield { 
Implor*d his i^cy to direct their ways, 
To guard their nig^hts, and sanctify their daya. 
But, see ! che ev'ning o'er the dewy lawn 
Already has her sable cut tain drawn ; 
Homeward we'll go, and, as we slowly walk, 
Beguile the tedious way with farther ulk. 



LETTER III. 

From the same : to Lady Sophia. 
Madam, 
The day after I writ to you last, I carried Sally 
home ; where 1 left her, not thinking, when wc 
parted, that we were to meet no more in this world } 
but 80 it proved ', she languished about three weeks^ 
and then, without any struggle or convulsive pangS| 
gently resigned her breath. 
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' With what impatience she attended the bapp/ 
period the inclosed will inform you ; she writ it a 
few days before she died, and gave it in charge to 
one of her friendS) to deliver it to mc. 

T0 Rosalinda. 
Dear Ladf Frances, 

^' Mt sands are now running low ; the springs of 

^* life will soon cease ^ the dust is returning to Its 

'* native dust^ and the immortal part to its great 

.'* Original ; the happy day is dawning, which shall 

•* never be shaded with succeeding night \ 'some 

^ glimmerings of celestial glory break through the 

** gloom, and scatter the horrors of death ; I hear 

" from far the harps of heaven in soft prelidiums 

^ to call me to the skies. 

** I shall shortly mingle with the morning stars, 
** and converse with the first-born sons of Light ; 
** I shall enter the blissful assembly, and be num- 
** bered among the glittering attendants of the 
•* empyrean courts ; the Supreme Excellence shall 
** unveil itself, and suffer me to gaze on uncreated 
** beauty ; I shall feel the force, and breathe the 
•* raptures of immortal love; the smiling moments, 
** crown'd with joy and ever-blooming Hfe, must 
** now begin their everlasting round. 

" The stormy ocean is past 5 the short fatigue 
** fulfilled ; the peaceful haven is in view •, I am 
^* just setting my foot on the blissful coasts t3\i^ 
V^ charming bnd of Lowt, the woKV^Ug\i\^^x^^ A-* 
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** ready meet mc from the fragrantshorc, and cheer 
'' me in the last faintings of Nature* 

" Dear Lady Frances, adieu ! Till now I never 
** bid you a glad farewell, nor parted without re* 
" luctance ; but we shall meet in more serene cfi- 
'' mates ; we shall meet in the fullness of joy, in 
" the elevation of glory. Mine, indeed, by the just 
'^ degrees of recomperice, will be a station far below 
** your's ^ my probation has been only the passive 
** exercise of content and patience ; but such vixtat 
" as your's, which has triumphed on all the gay 
" allurements of the world, shall meet a gloriooi 
** distinction ; the noble army of martyrs will re* 
" ccivc you to their number, grace you with the 
*^ radiant circlet and victorious palm, and record 

your conquest in the annals of heaven* 

*^ I speak this to animate your virtue, to encott* 
** rage you in the race of glory. I am now past 
'* flattery, or dependence on the greatest of mor* 
** tals ; but I feel the most tender concern for your 
" happiness, and shall carry the gentle impressiott 
" to the regions of exalted friendship, the native 
" dominions of Love, to which I am now going* 
•* Once more, my dear Rosalinda, adieu !" 

This letter came to me with the s^d tidings of 
her death j no language can describe my grief in 
its just enipliAiris. You will give me leave to weep J 
and sympathize with 

Your's, 

RoSALlNDAt 



<c 
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LETTER IV. 

; 7o Carlo«. 

As you was the confidant of my unjust design in 
Srisiting Philander atliis country seat, you have rca* 
eon to expect 1 should inform you of the success 
txf that adventuTe. 

I had a secret passion for Aspa^a before her mat- 
i^age with this noble youths and flattered myself 
>irith ^me hopes of finding het |>repossessed in my 
favout. 

You Irtio^r Tiow exceeding cautious and discteet 
1 have been in my pleasures, and with what dissi- 
mulation I have secured to myself the character of 
^ man of honour and sobriety : by this advantage I 
found It easy to impose on my frieftd, whose good- 
ness was real and unaffected, while his unblemish- 
5cd integrity left him unguarded to all my artifice. 

But 1 foxmd it impossible to elude my father by 
ftiy specious virtues ; his penetration saw through 
that disguise by which I had escaped the public 
tensure ; nor could any thing have been mOre de- 
testable to his open temper than the affectation and 
hypocrisy of mine. After he had traced one of my 
most criminal intrigues, and found me unreclaim- 
ed by his tenderest admonitions, he resolved to dis- 
inherit me, and settle his estate on n\^ '^QV5Xv^tx\i.\t»- 
ther, who is rcnlfy possessed oi a\\ ^iio^^ ^^^4. ^'^ 
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lities to whlcli> with a vain ostentatioiij I have on- 
ly pretended. 

My brother, perceiving my father's disgust, and 
the intention he had to make him his heir, with SA 
unequalled generosity,* gave me intelligence of tfa9 
threatened misfortune, desiring me to employ some 
friend to persuade my father from his severe pffh 
ceeding. 

This news came to me while I was detained-! 
willing guest by Philander at his country-seat. I 
discovered the affitir to him, who immediately c^ 
fered to attempt a reconciliation. I gladly accept- 
ed the kind intention, nor knew any person so liko* 
]y to succeed* 

Philander proposed staying two or three dajgi 
with my father, in order to insinuate himself the 
more successfully. In the mean time, I found hnt 
too easy access to the fair Aspasia ; and, by an ai^ 
tifice that deserves the blackest infamy, prevailed 
with her to make a criminal appointment in a piip 
vate garden belonging to the house. 

This was the second day of her hufband't ab- 
sence ; the happy hour (as I then thought it) arri^ 
ved, when I was to attend my mistress in a seques- 
tered arbour ; but just as I was entering the walk 
that led to it, a footman caiAe hastily after me with 
a letter from Philander, which brought me the wel- 
come news of his success with my father. The 
vast satisfaction he expressed for having procuxed 
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reconciliation, with the real concern for my 
Csnrey which appeared ia every line, raised a 
se of honour in my soul. I read the letter a«* 
II, tnd found my guilt aggravated by its bright 
nrse; and my falsehood was heightened by the 
mth and fidelity with which the generous man 
[ pursued my interest ; my crime stood before 

in its most infamous viewi but how to extri« 
; myself from this perplexity I was entirely at a 
I* 

To neglect an opportunity I had with such soU- 
ide obtained ; to disappoint a yielding beauty ^ 
larc the effects of her contempt or resentment, 
icting contrary to all the gallant maxims of the 
Id, was doing the utmost violence to a di8posi« 
1 like mine. But then, to wrong my friend with 
"vidence of his fidelity in my hand, where eve* 
eader line would reproach such villany ; Alex- 
er and Scipio (I told myself) would condemn 
; with many an heroic Pagan, who, in the 
rht of youthful desires, had conquered the al« 
ments of a guilty passion. 
t was happy for me that some accident prevent* 
Aspasia from following me so soon as she de- 
ed. I was so far from being impatient at her 
ince, that 1 blessed every moment's delay, and 
contriving to avoid the interview just as I saw 
entering the garden, 
had been unused to mental devotion*) ^tid^^t^ 

3a 
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in this dangerous moment, on which my p 
seemed to hang, I sent a secret prayer to 
ifor assistance. 

instead of flying to the charmer*s embnw 
-the gaiety of a lover, I went forward witl: 
Tfeluctant ^ace 'till wc met, and then gave 
f riend^s letter* As soon as she had iread it, 
me, ^' r might be assured it ^poke the lang 
^' his soul 4 and it is (added she) to the ad\ 
^* ons light in which he has set your charai 
** is entirely to that you are obliged for the 
" able opinion I have of you." 

" Is it, indeed, to this generous man,"! 
'** that I am indebted for the share 1 have 
*^ esteem ? Andxan I i^eturn such goodne 
^* the vilest ingratitude !*' — Here 1 pause 
Iceeping a respectful distance. 
• Aspasia, with her eyes iixed on the ground 
in a silent confusion : but, in this mute i 
imagine, if you can, what must hs the con 
my SQul ! I had spoke my last i an eternal 
must certainly have ensued, if the gentle / 
perceiving my distress, had not put me out 
for an apology. 

** I see," said she, **the disorder you s 
*** this retreat of honour ought to have been 
** I sincerely wish it had been so : howev< 
*** have led me the way, and I owe my reco 
«/ jour prudence." 
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•* It was my importunity, Madam,^ replied F,. 
^ that drew you into this criminal engagement ;. 
" for which I am going to inflict on myself the 
" sei^ere penalty o£ seeing you- no more." 

^ This was what! was just resolving,*' answer- 
ed the fair penitent, *' but you have gone before 
* mc in every step of virtue v^ we must indeed meet: 
^ no more : some disorder I feel gives roe a pre-r 
•* tence to retire immediately to my chamber ; and- 
^ you may leave this place early^ in the morning^. 
" with a proper excuse for not seeing me." .. 

She was seated under a shade of jessamin,. and> 
appeared charming as tiie Queen of Love. My 
philosophy began to stagger, when she hastily rose,- 
and lefr me in.anagony qf mind which no words 
ean express^ 

However,. I' had so much command of myself, 
SB not to follow her *, my Reason excited all its* 
powers**, the Divinity within- spofcc with a com- 
manding force, and bid the wild tempestuous pas- 
aions be still : my soul obeyed the sacred dictates^. 
while Truth and Friendship tookiuU possession o£ 
my breast. 

I hasted early the next morning from this dan- 
gerous places and must pwn to you this action has 
given me a pleasure in reflection superior to all the 
gratifications oCscnse** 

Tour's, &c- 
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LETTER V. 

Tq Carlos, from the same* 

After your severest raillery on my condncty I 
hope you will pardon me for being a reasonable 
creature, and not insist on my making an apologf 
for following the dictates of Honour and Grati- 
tude. To your cooler thoughts virtue may not| 
perhaps, appear so trivial and fantastic a tUng \ in 
your splenetic intervals Falsehood and Tieadiery 
will orobaUy lose their charmsi and pot on an as- 
pect of horror and deformity ^ when the sagacit] 
of youth is past, and a few years have impaited 
your understanding, you may grow superstitious 
and be whimsical enough to fancy friendship am 
truth are words of the most sacred importance 
Since it is not impossible for you to fall intp sucl 
errors yourself, you ought to pass a charitable cen 
sure on my principles and practice^ hawever di£ 
ferent from your own. 

I have ventured to send you this careless trans 
lation of Tasso's Enchanted Forest. This beauti 
ful fiction seems contrived to arm the soul with ; 
noble resolution in whatever occurrence its virtuei 
are called into action.. Rinaldo's inflexibility! J 
hope, will keep me a little in countenance, thougt 
I have not the vanity to run a parallel between the 
young hero's exploit and mine. 

Dear Carlos^ adieu \ be assured I am too much 
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your friend to leave any method untried for your 
reformation. 

Alcander. 

THE ENCHANTED FOREST. 

[Tahm frnm TassQ^s Jekdsalem, Book XVIIl.] 

The dawning light tcarce hoyer'd io the east. 
When young Rinaldo left his wonted rest ; 
Completely arm'd in all his martial pride, 
A costly scarf was o*er his shoulders ty*d : 
Unseen he pass'd along each silent tent. 
And onward to the dreadful forest wentt 
n'was now the season when the ling*ring Night 
Disputes her empire with the rising light ; 
A rosy blush here paints the doubtful morn, 
There glimm'ring stars th' uncertain shades adorn : 
This scene the thoughtful hero encertaln'd, 
As on the steep of Olivet he gain'd; 
The dawning lustre, and declining night. 
With various beauties entertain his sight. 

M Ye niun*rous flaming lamp» above," he cries, 
M Which deck the lofty temple of the skies ! 
** Thou, Sun, whose face a golden splendour wears! 
« Thou silver Moon, and all ye sparkling stars ! 
« What trifles to your glories are preferr'd ! 
>* How little we celestial things regard ! 
« A sparkling glance, the lightning of a smile, 
•* Of heaven itself our easy hearts beguile." 

Thus reas*ning, he the sacred hill ascends. 
And humbly there, with decent rev'rence, bends, 
Adoring ; to the East he turns his eyes. 
His thoughts unbounded reach the inmost skies. 
Meanwhile the Mom in golden vestments rose^ 
Uei: visage with a bright vermilion glows : 

B4 
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New beams Rinaldo's crest and armour gild^ 
Which dart their lustre o'er the verdant field.;: 
Refreshing breezes round him gently play,, 
And balmy odours on their wing* convey ; 
While from her lap Aa^rora op his hea4 
A cloud of- pure celestial dews does spread.; 
Dipt in th*^ ethereal mist, a lucid* white 
His robes dif^lay, and Rtream with, silver Ught ;-. 
Such, when the morning's ^eerful rays appear,. 
Such lively. Ioq^s the ep'ning blossoms w^ar ; 
So looks, rcnewM in all. its glittering pride* 
The setpent, when he cast;^ his age aside. 

The knight stiU tOvthe wood his lil.ay puiipu'dy 
Nor any hprror in its prospea vJewM ; 
The fatal foresti whence., ^ith sudden dread^ 
The bravest soldiers of the camp had fled. 
Appears to him a kind inviting shade. 
Advancing on, a soft melodious. 80un4 
Fills all the fair enchanted grovjt around : 
1'he noise of murm'ring currents rolling by^ 
With sighing winds which throHhe biapches fly ;. 
1'he swan, in dying melancholy strains. 
In concert \^ith the nightingale, complaips; 
The organ, harp, and human voice, are found. 
Mingling their notes in one harmonious sound. 
While, from abovjc, as otbersuhad before. 
The youth expects to hear loud thunders roar ; 
instead of these, the songs of Syrens. fipdji. 
The chant of bird?, with warbling waves and windi^. 
Amaz'd, be now hisbapty steps suspends, 
And forward now, with cautious paces, bends; 
No obstacle his passage yet withstood 
Besides an an\ple, smooth, transparent flood« 
J'rom whence a thousand riv*lets break away, 
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-Their buikt mtatt with lozuriant ▼erduf e crown'd^ 
And painted- flow*n adoniM the smiling ground., 

Rioaldo pao8!d,. when instantly appcar'd 
A stately bridge, on golden archer rear'd. 
Presenting cross the stream a spacious way,. 
Which he, und&unted, pass'd without delay ;. 
Nor sooner fbuch'd the river's distant brinkS|, 
But down the visionary structure sinks ; 
And' what before in genth wavev roll'd by, . 
A torrent sweUs, and'lifts its billows high; 
No bound$ the sudden inundation knows^ 
liUsing lilie flpods increased by melting snows. 

The hero, ftaricss, still his course pursues. 
And wheresoever he turns fresh wonder views';. ) 

^or wheresoe'er he turns a sudden spring 
Appears, and blooming flow*rs their odoursbring;; 
The lily-courts him, and the fragrant' rose 
At his approach with brighter crimson glows^ 
Their crystal arms the bubbling springs display,. 
And living fountains open in his. way ; 
The branchy trees their verdant pride renew. 
From ev'ry leaf distils^ ambrosial dew ^ 
The waters, winds, and tunefdl birds^ again, 
Join'd with the voice and lute, begm their Sbothing straiA;; 
Nor yet appears to whom the melting songj 
The human voice, and charming lute belong. 

Suspended-he remains, and scarce believes 
His waking thoughts, or what his- sense perceives;: 
When issuing from the forest'^ lofty shade. 
He finds an ample plain before him spread; 
A wond*rous myrtle in the midst appear*d; 
Aloft in air its stately head was rear'd ; 
Its height the palm and cypress fst. 8urpa«s*d, 
And all beneath a closer shadow ca«t ; 
Around the leafy arms extended wide, 
JAtPW.'rw^stood, of all the grrovc the pridt V. 
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On th$ prodigious plant he fix'd his ef et. 
Till more prodigious things his mind surprise* 

A pregnant oak with sudden rupture parts, 
While from its trunk a blooming virgin staru ; 
Numbers like her their hollow prisons rend, 
And on the plain in shining robes descend. 
So dress'd the graceful Cynthia haunu ^e groves. 
Such are her nymphs, and such the goddess moves* 
Thejr folding vests above the knee were ty*d. 
Their slender legs the silken buskins hide ;• 
Their snowy arms were bare : their locks behind 
DisheveU'd hung, and wanton in the wind. 
Like these appear the beauteous sylvan race, 
Who o*er the lawns the .flying prey they trace ; 
No bow indeed they held, nor j^uivers wore. 
But warbling lutes in their fair hands they bore ; 
A circle round the wondering knight they made^ 
And danc'd in artful measures as they play*d, 

« Hail, lovely youth !** they sung, « our lady's care 
** For thee these soft recesses we prepare ; 
** For thee she fondly languishes all day, 
« And wastes her life in restless fires away ; 
« These groves thy absence lately seem'd to movm, 
** But all look fresh and gay at thy return." 

While with these melting strains they charm his ears, 
A sweeter voice he from the myrtle hears. 
And issuing thence a lovelier nymph appears* 
If ancient times, with pious awe inspit'd, 
Silenus in hit antick form admir*d. 
What had the superstitious dotage been. 
The mad effect of this surprising scene ! 
Her shape was human, but a heavenly grace. 
And beauty all divine, adorn'd her face. 
With doubtful eyes Rinaldo views the fair. 
And sooo recalls Armidia*s tempting air i 
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Then, with • jolt tUnrio^ pentiTe look. 

Which meant a thooaaDd tender thinp, the spoke : 

<* Art thou retum'd, the cauie of all mj pain I 
** Do I behold these £iUl eye^again ? 
** Doit thou, at last, ungrateful man ! rtlentt 
** And pity mj fond youth in sorrow spent I 
** Or as «o enemy pursue me here f 
** For this thy arms and threat'mng Ibokt declare : 
^ £ut I no enemy, no traitor, fear'd, 
** When o'er the flood the golden bridge I rear'd ; 
** When gaudy flow'rs along thy path were strow'd, 
" And living springs to entertain thee flow'd.*' 
Approaching nearer then, she softly cries, 
** Remove this envious helmet's vain disguiK, 
" Aod let me view again those charming eyes," 

With that a moving tear she fondly shed. 
While from her cheeks the hasty blushes fled ; 
Then sigh'd, and downward cast her lovely eyesy 
And soft complaints and kind reproaches tries : 
Her words the coldest adamant wpuld move, 
Aod melt the most obdurate heart to love* 

The youthful hero feels the kindling fires, 
Aod timely from his dang'rous foe retires; 
Again he scorns her wiles, and fiercely drew 
His shining sword, and at the myrtle flew. 

Armida runs before, with eager haste. 
Then twining round, her darling plant embrac'd ; 
** Oh suy," she cries, <• stay thy inhuman hand, 
" Or let thy weapon in my breast be suin'd." 
Unmov'd and deaf to all her pray'rs, he stood. 
And lifu his sword to hew the fatal wood. 

Th' enchadtrcbs soon another method tries. 
And as in dreams uncouth chimeras rise. 
She stalks a monstrous bulk before his eyes ; 
A dusky gloom her changing face o'erspiead, 
Yaiuih*d Che foowy white and youthful red ; 
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Theo like Briareu^, with his hundred hand^. 
A mighty giant in his view she stands; 
And fifty flaming swords at once she wieldsi 
And shakes aloft as many blazing shields; 
Her nymphs appear like horrid Cyclops arm'd; 
But nothing his uodaunted'heart alarm*d. 

The martial youth his sounding strokes renew'd;. 
While hollow groans the sounding strokes ensu'd ^ 
Stupendous- terrors fiU'd the darken*d'place^ 
Resembling now the black infernal spacer 
Thunder'd the louring heav*ns, with dreadful aoundl. 
£cho*d in subterranean vaults the ground'; 
Trembled the earth, lighten'd the flashing skiev 
While warring wind6 from every quarter rise. 

Rinaldo stands the raging tempest's frown^ 
Till one fierce stroke felU the tall myrtle down ;: 
Th' enchantment ends, the phantoms disappear. 
The scorms- were hosh'd, the heav^ sacncly dealt 
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Txf Albanv$« 

Ton seem at present suspended between virtue and! 
vice ; your mind is in such a mysterious situation' 
that it is^not easy, to determine to what class ^u* 
belong : one can hardly call you a saint, the flat* 
tery would be two apparent : and yet it would' 
be a little uncharitable to put you in the opposite- 
rank, where your own modesty has placed you: 
but my business is not to dU^ute what you are^ but 
but to gpc you the iuioioi^Uoxi ^^m ^^ia^^/»j^v 
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?roin my own experience, to tcsoIvc on which side 
the advantage of pleasure falls. 

Tou imagine I have acted in both the charac- 
ters of saint and sinner^ and tried the extremes of 
virtue and vice. In the last I am too much expe- 
rienced ; but this makes me more capable of pas- 
sing a censure $ for I was a sort of philosophic li- 
bertine, and pursued pleasure for the sake of de- 
monstration. I paused, I reasonedi I made critical 
reflections on every enjoyment ; I prbposed some- 
diing beyond gratifying a low and sensual inclina- 
tion ; mine was a deliberate; search after happiness-; 
while die method was wrong, my end was rights 
but every guilty experiment brought its own con- 
viction, and left me restless and disappointed. 

Sometimes I exclaimed in prose, sometimes in 
verse ; I burlesqued the vanities of life and the 
wesikness of human nature; I turned moralist, 
looked grave, and acted soberly : but this was a 
■situation too cold for my temper, it was neither 
sleeping nor waking 4 this supine indolence was 
but a poor exchange for the jovial activities I had 
resigned, nor could I assent to that spiritless max- 
im, that Viriue nvas its own reward^ if there was 
no future expectation : Let us eat and drink, for to- 
morrow we die, appeared to me a much more ra- 
tional conclusion. 

However, this deliberation, this pause, this mo- 
Tal essay and restraint of my passions, was lUe Si^ 
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step I made towards real happtness. In the z\y 
sence of sensual amusements my thoughts found 
leisure for a nobler application ; my soul grew fa- 
miliar witii itself and sought acquaintance with in* 
tellectual beings : distressed with the rkissitudej 
of mortal things^ it traced back its own divine orU 
ginaly and claimed paternal refuge from the greai 
Spring of all existence. I felt the attraction strong 
as the bands of Nature ; that felicity I had bliadlj 
sought^ the unknown God I had ignorantly wo^ 
shipped) now revealed himself to me, as the sove^ 
reign Good, and my peculiar bliss. 

How an almighty agent acts no language of men 
can describe ; but I felt the sacred influence, I heard 
the heavenly sound, the soft melodious voice, call- 
ing me away from earthly vanities ; while a fay 
of celestial beauty sparkling on my soul eclipsed 
the glories of the world, and darkened all the pride 
of nature ; the mists of ignorance and error vanish- 
ed before the divine illumination, whicb> with a 
pleasing evidence, compelled- my assent to the glo- 
rious truths it proposed ; my apprehensions were 
enlarged, and a sanctity of disposition infused ; 
those heights of virtue, which I once thought ina- 
practicable, now appeared easy, and attended with 
ineffable delight, such as gave me some deliciotts 
prelibations 

Of those immortal banqutii, t\\r)^t rich draughct 

Of vital pleasure, which m^ tYv\tit^ Viu\ 

Shall driiik for ever in— — 
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These are no fantastic delustons, but real and 
dirine enjoyments, such as enlarge the mind, and 
give it a nobler disposition, while, conscious of its 
own grandeur, it rests in nothing below boundless 
and immortal felicity* 

This is what you seem anxiously to inquire af- 
ter : how happy shall I be, if my experience can 
direct you in such an important search ! You wilt 
excuse tlie sending you these negligent lines on a 
subject so superior to my genius. 

On HAPPINESS. 
WsATETER diff 'rem paths mankind punae. 
Oh, Happiness ! 'tis thee we keep in view : 
'Tis thee in ev'ry action we intend, 
The noblest motive, and superiour end ! 
Thou dost the scarcely-finish'd soul incline ; 
It's first desire, and conscious thought* is thine ; 
Out infant breasts are sway*d by thee alone, 
When pride and jealousy arc yet unknown* 
Through life's obKure and wild variety. 
Our stedfast wishes never start from thee : 
Thou art of all our waking thoughts the theme. 
We court thee too in ev'ry nightly dream ; 
Th* immortal flame with equal ardour glows. 
Nor one short moment's intermi&sion knows : 
Whether to courts or temples we repair. 
With restless zeal we search thee ev*ry where ; 
Whether the roads that to perdition lead, 
Or those which guide us to the stars we tread, 
Thine is the hope, th' inestimable prize, 
The glorious mark on- which we fix our eyes ! 
Thy charms th' enamour*d Libcrtiae entice. 
Through all the wild destructive paths of vice -, 
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TK* adTent>out man refines on sin, and vnxike$f 

In March of thee, to hell new-heaten tracks ; 

£nchanung pleasure dances in bis sight. 

And tempts him forward "by t trcaehVous light : 

But ^hilethy flau*ring smiles liis thoughts inflame^ 

Thou prov'st to him a mere fantastic name, 

A fair delusion, and a pleasing ^eat, 

A gaudy vision, and a «>ft deceit ; 

Which, ^hfle the wretch pursues with eager pace, 

And seems to overtake thee in ^e race, 

An airy phantom modulus close embrace ; 

His aims in vain the sportive shade would fold^ 

Still like a gliding ghost it slips his fondest hold : 

The disappointment heightens yet his rage. 

And tempts him with fresh ardour to engager 

Successless, butninweary'd in the strife. 

He still pursues thee to the verge of life^ 

With life compeird his dotage to resign. 

The last despairing sigh he breathes is thint* 

The pious man directs his vows to thee. 
And proves chy most pathetic votary* 
Virtue Itself, ev'n virtue he regards • 
But as thy favour the fatigue rewards : 
To silent shades and solitude obscure, 
Far from^he world thou dostliis steps allure ; 
But there he lives retir*d, a glorious Epicure, 
And gladly- quits the Meeting joys of sense 
In search of bliss more lasting and intense ; 
Not such as the fond lover's ticart beguiles,- 
When without art his yielding mistress smiles; 
' Mot such as fills the youthful heroes mind, 
When wreaths of victory his temples bind ; 
His thoughts a nobler luxury would prove, ' 
Such M the ble3&*d 'm\moii^H know above ; 
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A spark 4ivn>e, like t|ieirs, his breast inflames, '^ 
£njoymeot8 all divine, like theirs he claims C 

Licentious and unbounded in his aims. j 

To pleaiUre's sacred spring his soul aspires, 
There only hopes to quench his infinite desires : 
^ot envious Hell the passion can suppress, 
Fir'd by thy namc^ alluring Happiness f 
Undaunted he maintains the genVous strife. 
And struggles for thee to the close of life ; 
Then joyful clasps thee in his dying arms, 
And yields his breath, possess*d of all thy charms. 

This is the conclusion to which I stand, after the 
cxactest trial of sensual and intellectual pleasures ; 
without hesitation I give my voice on the side of 
Virtue, and this is the gayest period of my lifc» 
unruffled with adversity or disappointment, in the 
affluence of fortune, and the luxury of youth, with 
a mind capacious of bliss, and panting after happi« 
ness. 

In this situation you cannot object against the 
severity of my temper. However, as few persons 
care to be wise at other people's expence, I cannot 
expect that, without any farther trial, you will ac- 
quiesce in ihe judgment of 

Your most humble servant* 



LETTER Vll. 

To Lucius. 

It was you that piAosed this subject to my Muse, 

but 1 have hardly tiife'' vanity to hope lUc 3J<\1qv 

V.hmf II. D • 
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mance will please a judgment so exact as yo^ 
However, it is entirely submitted to your cena 
by 

Your most humble servant 

LiNDAI 

A POEM ON LOVE. 
Assist my doubtful Muse, propitious Love, 
L.et all my soul the sacred impulse prove : 
For thine's a holy unpolluted flame, 
Howe'er the Libertine profanes thy name ; 
Howe'er, with impious cant, Hypocrisy, 
And senseless Supersition, blemish diee : 

The pure result of sober reason thou : 
Thy laws the strictest honoxir must allow : 
7'hy laws each vicious thought controul ; 

From thee Devotion ukes its flaming wingg, 
Thou giv'st the noblest motions to the soul. 

And govern*st all its spring**. 
To great attempts thou gen'rous minds dost move. 
And only such are privileged to love ; 
Th* heroic race, the brightest names of old, 
'Were all t-hy glorious votaries enroll'd. 
I Without thee, human life 

A tedious TDund of circling cares would Tie 
A curs'd fatigue, continual stiife. 

And tiresome vanity. 
Thy charms, out restless grief controul. 
And calm the stormy motions of the soul; 

Before thee, pride and enmity. 

With all inCernal passions, fly ; 
And could'st thou in the realms below 

But once display thy beauteous^ce, 
The damnM a short redress mightltnow, 

Aod t^'rj tenor fly ihc ^Ucc,'^ 
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•Trom thcf , one hnght unclouded ttnile 

Would all the- torments there beguile ; 

Thy smiles th' eternal tempest could assuage. 

And make the 4amn*d forget their rage ; 
The sulphurous waves would cease to roar. 
And calmly glide along the silent shore. 

Had Orpheus (as *ti^ fabled) throtigh the ground 
To Hell the gloomy passage found. 

His warbling voice, his melting lyre, 
"Nor artful touches on the trembling string, 

Had ne'er obtainM his bold desire, 
Nor charmM the furies with their sullen king : 
But Love his tender theme, had Love been nam'd. 
That potent sound alone had all their malice tam*d« 

On tbee the Graces and Delights attend. 
On thy propitious ini?uence 
bur gayest hours depend ; 

Whatever charms the soul or 'sense, 
Beauty and sacred harmony, 
Accomplish'd Love ! belongs to thee. 
To thee his shining graces Strephon owes 

His just ideas, and expressions fit ; 

To thee Clcora owes that sprightly wit, 
"Which from her lips in easy language flows* 

The mute -creation owns thy sway. 
And things inanimate thy laws obey ; 
At thy con\mand the first confusion ceas*d. 
Chaos and wild Disorder were appeas*d ; 
Discord and fierce Antipathy grew mild, 
The gleams of light through yielding darkness 'smiled. 
And warring eienicuts were reconcil'd. 

Nature begun a steady course, 
Govern'd by central charms, and sympathetic force. 

But in the blissful skies alone 
Almighty Love ! thy pow*r is fujly known : 

X) a 
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There they view thy charming face, 
Painted with endless smiles, and ever-blooming graefi 
Thy gentle torch bums there for ever bright. 
And scatters round a mild propitious light ; 

All feel its pleasing influence. 
While pure desires thy golden shafts dzxpense, 
Th' immortal lovers, crown'd with fragrant flowVsj 
In rosy shades, and blissful bow'rs. 
To thee devote their happy hours, 
While active joys, too noble for disguise. 
And vital pleasures, sparkle in their eyes ; 
To thee alone, great Love, their beav*n they owe, , 
The boundless source whence all their blessings fiow. 
Thy sacred flame 
Does ev'ry heavenly breist inspire. 
And tune the strings of each celestial lyre ; 
In flowVy .vales, to every blissful s.tream, 
With melting notes, they celebrate thy name : 

Backward they roll the long extent 
Of ages infinite, and sing thy great descent; 

No fabled Venus gave thee birth 
At Cyprus ; yet the goddcsss was not nam*d| 
Kor at Idalia, nor at Paphos fam'd ; 
Kor yet was feign'd from foaming seas to rise ; 
For yet no seas appear M, or fountains flow*d. 
Nor yet, distinguished in the skies. 

Her radiant planet glow'd. 
Uut thou wast long ere Motion sprung its race, 
Ere Chaos and immeasurable Space 
Resigned their useless rights to elemental Piece ; 

Before the sparkling lamps on high 
Were kindled up, and hr* g around the sky 
Eeforc the Sun led on the circling Hours, 
Or vital seeds produced their active powers; 
Before the first Intelligences strung 
1 heir golden harps, and soft prcludiums sung 
7 o Xcre, tho mighty cautc ^'V.tcitxWvt tijksxt-xttv^imtii;, 
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And yet he left the bright ethereal feati 
For thefe cold regions and obfbure retreats. 

Be bu{h*d, ye. Winds, no angry temped rove. 
Bat link in gentle wKifpers through the grove ; 
With ail Arabia load you* balmy wiogf, 
And breathe the fragrance of ten thoufand fprings. 

Begin, you fweet muficians of the air I 
L^ Nature all her foothing founds prepare ; 
£.et tuneful Alt her various meafures bring 
Each melting tone, and ev'iy warbling firing; 
Let pialt'ties, harps, and the loud cymbal ring ; 
l,et the fiirill trumpets ralfe their fprightly voice, 
While Carmel and high Lebanon rejoice. 

He comes, O Jacob, thy long promis*d King! 
Celeftial envoys the glad tidings being : 
O'er earth's v?idc compaCs to the diftant main. 
With troth and perfed jufUce he (hall reign. 

The fparkling flcies fhall tami(h and decay. 
The fun be quench'd, and ftars fliall fade away ; 
But he (hall riic with a pxopitious light. 
Stand at high-noon, and (bine divinely bright. 

I shall now leave you to your own sublimer con<> 
templation on thi& unbounded theme^ and subr 
acribe myself^ 

SIR, 
Your most obedient humble servant, 

A3I&I24TO&* 
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My father was a country clergyman, a person of 
exemplary piety, who, with a benefice of three 
hundred a year, treated his poor parishioners with 
great hospitality, and made a decent provision for 
his own family. 

My mother was bred a Dissenter, and continued 
such, 'till either her esteem for my father, or the 
force of his arguments, prevailed with her to join 
in communion with the national church. 

I was the eldest of three daughters, which were 
all the children they had. We were carefully in- 
structed in the rules of justice and truth, and bred 
in the greatest sanctity of manners ; no excuse but 
sickness ever detained' us on Sundays from the 
public worship ; nor were the intervals spent in 
any idle amusements; the whole day was sacred^ 
and observed with just solemnity : through the rest 
of the wf ek prayers were constantly read mcm- 
ings and evenings in the family ; nor would mf 
mother ever suffer cards or dancing in the house. 

My two sisters werq. the prettiest demure thingft 
that ever were seen ; they applied themselves widi 
great diligence to assist my mother in any of her 
domestic concerns : but my temper being more 
sprightly, housewifery and plain- work were my 
aversion ; reading was my prevailing attatchment^ 
and 1 had turned over every book in my father^a 
libr;:ry except Latin and Greek: but here wa» 
not one phy or novel fox mj entertainment ; how^ 
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ercr, T was supplied with amusements of this kind 
by my Lady Worthy's youngest daughter, who was^, 
our neighbour, and was pleased to h'>nour me with 
some degree of intimacy. But I perused these au« 
thors with great secrecy, and not without some in- 
ward remorse 5 this sort of reading being against 
Riy father's severe injunctionsj and the pious rulea 
I had been taught. 

This was my manner of life 'till I was fifteen, 
when a brother of my naother's, a Turkey mer- 
chant, died, and having no child, left me twenty 
thousand pounds, with only some small legacies to 
my sisters. This advance of fortune gave me some 
distinction with my Lady Worthy, who, about the 
ume time had a fine summer-house painting j the 
story was, Diana hunting with her nymphs. Her 
Ladyship desired my mother that I might be drawn 
ior one of the virgin train. 

Some time after this painting was finished, my 
Lord came accidently into these parts of the 
country j and waiting on my Lady Worthy, as they 
were in the summer-house he took particular notice 
(I know not why) of the nymph for whom I had 
sat to the painter. Her Ladyship, finding my Lord 
a little inquisitive, ordered a servant to call me to 
drink tea with them : I obeyed, without the least 
suspicion what was the motive of Jier command. 

1 had hitherto looked on every mortal man with 
equality aiui indifference, nor found any i\ut\^ tc> 
C 4 
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answer the description of poetical heroes and dray 
matic beaus : but the moment I saw my Lord, 
every grace, every charm, appealed real, whick 
before had pleased my imagination in agreeable 
fictions j the enchanting form, the fatal glance, the- 
re.-'istless smile, the gentle, the prevailing accent j 
Ix3ve, with his whole artillery, seemed to insult 
nie, and never more entirely subdued a mind so- 
2jrticss and unexperienced ; however, to conceal my 
disorder, I withdrew as soon as the company would 
permit. 

But how transformed was my soul from that 
guiltless calm I had 'till now enjoyed ! The equa* 
lity of my temper was broken, my thoughts had 
fcll a different turn j. I went to church, indeed, but 
said my prayers as mechanically as the clock strikes;. 
I joined in singing the psalms, but with no more- 
understanding than the chimes repeat a tune to. 
uhich they are set : not only the next world, but 
t-his, was effaced from my memory ; there were no- 
ilowers in the field, nor stars in the sky; my^ whole 
attention was fixed on the lovely youth, his idea. 
Yras still in view ; or if any otlicr object interrupt- 
ed the pleasing reverie, it was only ta give me 
vexation. I was angry with every mortal for not 
looking so handsome, nor talking so agreeably, at^ 
the charming man I admired. 

I was some tedious days in suspence whedier mf 
Xc:d had one favourable thought of me i, but xnj^ 
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doubts were agreeably satisfied, when I found he 
had desired my Lady Worthy to procure my fa- 
ther's consent in order to make his addresses to 
me ; my father embraced the ofFer with a just sense 
of the honour that was done him. 

For my part, I had never practised any disguise, 
and was unacquainted with all forms but such as 
were the dictates of Nature and Virtue ; nor was it 
possible for me to conceal the tender inclination ; 
it was as visible in my silence as the most pathe- 
tic words could have made it. After I knew my 
Lord's character, and was convinced of his affec- 
tion for me, I had a sort of vanity in owning a sense 
of his merit ; this, I thought, justified the height of 
my passsion ; nor could I find any reason to violate 
my native sincerity, and affect indifference, where 
It would have been a crime to have been really in- 
sensible. 

My noble lover expressed some impatience to 
conclude the affair, which was done with great se- 
crecy and expedition. He suffered but one servant 
to attend him j and was so obliging to stay a month 
after our marriage in my father's family. The 
scenes of low life were a diverting novelty to him^ 
while love and innocence made the hours glide 
smoothly on. This period was all pastoral and ro. 
inantic ; the Golden Age seemed to be renewed 
with- Ovid's Oenone : I could have wishe'd the no- 
bis youth divested of his hereditary tiovvo^^^ ^^%- 
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sesed only of a snowy flock, and graced' with no 
distinction but that of the lovely Swain : 

Then unmolested wc had liv'd, and free 

From those vexatious forms which greatness brings ; 

While rock<« and meadows, shades, and purling springt, 

The flow'ry valley, and the gloomy grove. 

Had heard of no superior name to Love. 

However, I di«l not yet know the toils of granw 
deur, nor feel the effects of my splendid vassalage ^ 
I lived my own way, dressed and undrtrssed mysel£ 
My mother, since the advance of my fortune, had 
kept me in fine lace caps, and clean siik night- 
gowns ; and, as I had plenty of flaxen hair falling 
into natural curls, my dre^s was easily adjiisted, and 
seemed to please my Lord exceedingly. The iittlo 
waiting on I had was by Cicely, my mother's head 
servant -, I had no notion of the grand mondc, nor 
the part 1 was to act in it. 

I had never seen London ; the Mali, Hyde-park^ 
the Drawing-room, and I'heatre, were less knowa 
to me than than the planetary worlds. 

In this'state of nature, of darkness, and originat 
simplicity, imagine to yourself what nvust be roy 
perplexity, when. my Lord carried me with him to 
make my first appearance in town, among the con» 
gratulations of his numerous friend^i ! I found my* 
self among a rank of people to whose language, ha- 
blts, and manners, I*was a& rcvMcK^ granger w ii 
I h^d beca in a foreign counXi^* 
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Mjr Lard had desired a sister, who lived with 
him, to procure every thing proper for mc to ap- 
pear with, and she spared no cost in jewels, or 
whatever else vanity itself could wish* She had 
been solicitous in her choice of a woman and charn* 
ber-maid for me, and they were really two of the 
finest people 1 had ever seen in my life* My wo-^ 
man (beihg much older than myself) Hooked on 
her as my superior, and could hardly forbear male* 
ing an apology for the trouble I gave her \ I spoke 
to her in very gentle and submissive terms \^ nor 
was it possible jpr me to get rid of the secret vene« 
ration which Ae gravity of her countenance gave 
mc ; however,, my lively temper was apt to make 
some gay excursions \ when I was at first initiated 
into the mysteries of dress, I was not quite so seri- 
ous as she^ seemed to think the imporunce of the 
affair reqtiired. 

While my head was dressing I was merely pas- 
me, as long as Mrs Dupin suffered me to sit read- 
ing \ I left the ball on my shoulders to be adorned 
as she thought fit v which, after two hours toil, I 
sometimes found swelled to such an* enormous 
size, with flowers, featherSy and bits of ribbon, that 
I could not help begging her to reduce it to a di^ 
menslon more agreeable to my shape, which, being 
slender, did not require a globe of chat magnitude 
to adorn it. 

But I was generally move iocliaed to ct^ ^'sscl V^ 
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1 .u.;h on this occasion ; the hours thus spent were 
nn unsupport^ible fatigue to me, nor could I answer 
to my conbcience for such a vain expence of timej 
my being had a superior end •, I was formed for 
immortality, which grand concern forbid mc spend- 
ing more hours at the toilette than in my devotions. 
I had been taught these antiquated maxims ; and 
however ridiculous they might appear in the gay 
moments of health, the approaches of death, I knew, 
would set them in their full force and unquestion- 
ed evidence. 

However, I had no design in dressing but to please 
my Lord ; it was only with regard to him I was 
concerned for the figure I made in public ; the flat- 
tery I heard on my beauty gave me more confusion 
than joy ; nor could I account for the design of 
those addresses. 

I very innocently told a beau that followed mc 
that I was married ; at which he burst into a loud 
laugh. It was some surprise to me to find him so 
gay at the discovery of what I thought would have 
sunk him into despair ; I could not but wonder, 
that the man who had just before been languish- 
ing and dying should be so overjoyed to find his 
pretensions lost, and his case hopeless ; for I real- 
ly thought he made love with an honest intention 
to marry me, only he had mistaken my circuni- 
stances. 
My next lover was the most intimate friend my 
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Lord had •, the fine things he said I took for rail- 
lery ; indeed, it appeared ill-jesting with such a 
sacred thing as friendship, and the honour of a 
family ; however, I concealed his extravagance, 
and treated him with a coldness so real and unaf- 
fected that he soon recovered himself. 

But you may easily imagine what a sound these 
gallant proposals must have to one so unacquaint- 
ed with the modish world, and who had never 
heard those vices named but with terms of infa- 
my and reproach. 

After this account of myself, you will not won- 
der to find me so little at ease in the high station 
to whidi 1 am raised. With what regret do I look 
back to the inglorious shades, the humble scenes, 
of my past tranquillity J I was a stranger to ambi- 
tion ; but Ipvt seduced me from those peaceful re- 
treats, where my first happy days were spent ; it 
is only my affection for * my Lord that helps me 
to support this illustrious bondage, this splendid 
'misery ; but as sincerely as 1 love him, I cannot 
without a sigh, recall the harmless freedom, the 
unmolested innocence, in which the earliest part 
of my life was passed ; and am surprised to find 
myself the object of most people's envy, while, in 
reality, I merit their compa&sion. I am, without 
ceremony, 

Madam, 
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LETTER IX. 

ro Afr ^ ♦ * * * 

I HAVE been contemplating on the period of 
human glory among the tombs in Westminst 
Abbey ; here the most towering ambition finds i 
limits ; insulting Death has fixed the bounds, ai 
pronounced the imperial mandate, ** Hithei 
** shalt thou go, and no farther:*' and '* He 
*' shall thy proud waves be stayed.** The wild< 
boast of mortal vanity yields to the dreadful Co 
queror ; the glory of Natur^ with all the accoi 
plishmcnts of Art, are humbled together 4a t 
dust: 

Here, in one horrid ruin, lyes 

The great, the fair, the young, the wise : 

Th* an^itious Kiog, whose boundless mind. 

Scarce to a world could be confin*d. 

Now, content with narrower room, 

Lyes crowded in this marble tomb ; 

Death triumphs o'er the boasted state. 

The vain distinctions of the great : 

Here in one common heap they* ly, ^ 

And, eloquent, in silence cry, y 

*« Ambition is but vanity!" * \ 

And see, this sculptur'd tomti contains 

Of beauty the abhorr'd remains 

That face which none unmov'd could view. 

Has lost th* enchanting rosy hue : 

Those once resistless sparkling eyes, 

No more can headless hearts surprise : 

That form, which cv*ry charm could boast, 

Jo loMtiuomc xottenDes« is lo«u 
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-See thtre the 7011th, whose cheerful bloom 
Promis'd a train of yean to come ; 
Whose soft address and graceful air, 
Had scarce obtain'd the yielding fair. 
When Fate derides th' expected joys, 
And all his flatt'ring hope destroys. 

There sleep the Bards, whose lofty lays 
liave crown*d their names with lasting praise; 
Who, though eternity they give. 
While heroes in their numbers live, 
Yet these resign theff tuneful breath. 
And Wit must yield to mightier Death. 
Sv'n I, the lowest of the throng, 
Unskiird in verse, or artful song, 
Shall shortly shroud my humble head. 
And mix with them among the dead. 

I am now reconciling myself to these gloomy 
abodes 5 I would grow familiar, I would contract 
an intimacy with death, in order to meet the grisly 
phantom without consternation. 

But what I am here contemplating is only the 
dark side of the prospect, which disappears when- 
ever my thoughts turn to the bright reverse ; death 
is then no more a meagre skeleton, followed with 
a train of terrors, but comes in an angel's form, 
with a gay retinue of heavenly loves and graces; 
he comes the kind messenger of my liberty and 
happiness, with a smilifig aspect, beckoning me 
away from these stormy regions, to the worlds of 
unclouded light ; the scenes of immortality are o- 
pcned before me ; the palm, t;he starry crown, 
with all the 'bright rewards of virtue^ agjeair ia 
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view: Oh, when will the happy period come, 
which ends this mortal story ! But my friendship 
for you shall outlive the date of this transitory ex- 
istence, and be the same when I am no more, af- 
ter the formalities of this lower world. 
Your humble servant, 

THEOPmLUS. 



LETTER X- 

7o Lady * * * * from a Sylph. 

You will find this Letter on a bank of violets, 
where I have often the pleasure to seat myself near 
you, unseen ; and never fail of being entertained 
with that vivacity and innocent wit that sparkles in 
your conversation. However negligent you arc of 
your invisible admirer, your earliest part of life has 
been my care ; my services claim the pre-eminence 
of all my mortal rivals, and give me a right to make 
my pretensions before your heart admits an earth* 
ly passion. 

I have followed your early rambles over the 
flowery lawns, guarded you on the verge of mur- 
muring streams, and screened your beauty from 
the sultry noon ; I have fanned you with my gol- 
den plumes, and breathed the fragrance of the 
spring about you \ by me the music of the groves 
has been improved, while I have joined with the 
feathered chorus to divert you \ the righting^c for 



"you has prolonged her melodious strain, and from 
-some flowery spray entertained you with her night- 
ly serenade. 

These harmless gallantries, instead of molesting 
liave indulged yotir tranquiUiiy ; for mine is an af- 
fection suited to your guiltless inclination, and con- 
sistent with the most refined virtue. Indeed, this 
is the superior charm, the powerful attraction, that 
has gained you a celestial lover -, those divine gra- 
ces, those sparklings of goodness and generosity, 
that sacred impression of virtue Heaven has stamp- 
ed on your soul, charm raefceyond your lovely per- 
son ; and yet I view your blooming beauty with de- 
light, and find a guiltless transport in your smiles ; 
1 am captivated with those looks of benevolence 
and peace, which scatter universal joy and alacrity 
about you •, the guiltless gaiety of your temper and 
inoffensive wit divert me; I love to mimic the 
sweetness of your voice, and repeat the charming 
accent in a thousand sportive echoes. 

Were not the view of etherial beauty forbidden 
to any of mortal race, I mi^ht insult all human va- 
nity, and defy the most glorious rival among the 
sons of men ; was 1 permitted to appear in tlie ro- 
sy bloom of celestial youth, with my golden zone, 
my purple wings and glittering tiara, I should out- 
shine the m.ost splendid birth-night beau. 

But I am not permitted to convince you of my 
superiority till your date of moital life iti cxglrcd\ 

Volume JI. 2 D 
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and then, if you continue stedfast to the nila 
virtue, you shall be mine by all the engagement 
celestial love : I will lead you in triumph to 
blissful fields and charming bowers, surpassing 
most poetical description of Cyprian groves or 1 
sperian gardens. What you call palaces and m 
nificent seats are but dens, but dwellings in the di 
compared to the dazzling habitations of the ae 
race : the region is for ever calm, the bkies foi 
vcr unclouded : 

No tcormy winter enters there, 
*ris jovial spring through all the year : 
Soft gales through groves of myrtle blow. 
The streams o*er golden pebbles flow ; 
Fresh Youth and Love their sportive traki 
Lead o'er the ever verdant plain ; 
Etherial forms in bright array 
Along the blissful currents stray; 
Or wander thro' Elysian groves. 
Or banquet in the gay alcoves ; 
And oft in amarinchine bow'rs 
Rcpofc on fragrant' beds of flowers, 
While Music, with her soothing strains. 
Warbles through the woods and plains : 
The hilb, the dales, and fountains round. 
With heaV'nly harmony resound. 

But numbers fail, human language loses its 
nergy and grows insipid, while I would paint d 
wonders of the immortal world ; neither can Id 
scribe, nor will you be able to conceive, these tra 
;?porting scenes, till the happy time comes -wlw 
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they shall be unveiled in surprising pomp before 
you. Tin then^ I am 

Your invisible admirer, 

Ariel. 

LETTER XL 

7(7 EusiBius. 
It is with great pleasure I obey you in discovering 
the present situation of my thoughts, since the 
tranquillity I enjoy in this retirement is partly ow- 
ing to those pious principles you endeavoured to 
instil into my early youth. 

Tou was well informed of my passion for Lad/ 
Diana — — j noi can you have forgot how many 
excuses I framed to my father to prevent his de- 
sign of sending me into foreign parts, till all events 
succeeded to my wish, and I was married to the 
charming maid. But the nuptial pomp was hardl/ 
past before Death blasted my happiness, and snatch« 
ed the lovely prize from my arms. 

The only way I could then think of to divert the 
violence of my grief was travelling, hoping by va- 
riety of objects jto ^efface the painful impression. 
Accordingly I made the tour of France and Italy, 
amusing myself with whatever was grand or enter- 
taining. I conversed with men of sense and merits 
and some times was favoured with the society of 
Wjomcn of distinguished beauty and rejvit^QWN \ 
D 2 
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indulged myself in all the little gaieties of life, v 
in the limits of reason and morality; Init not 
could blot the image of my charming wife ] 
-my soul. I brought back my affection for the 
departed saint to the mournful mansion wh( 
enjoyed and lost lier. 

But here leisure and reflection had a better € 
than a thoughtless series of diversions. Th< 
my course of life had always been regular, an< 
Terned by-the rules of sobriety, yet, till now,:] 
a stranger, except in form, to any thing of c 
tion, nor had ever -experienced the ineffable i 
faction of a virtuous mind in its secret addres* 
the Supreme Being. My soul had not yet refl( 
on its own grandeur, nor considered itself fo] 
for an infinite and unchangeable felicity. 

Those grave and sublime authors, which 
*once the useless ornaments of my library, are 
my serious entertainment : by these I have 
directed to look beyond all the perishing seer 
^Nature to that immutable state of happiness, w 
after a short probation, attends the practic 
-virtue. My thoughts grow calm, my passior 
■pease, the goods and evils of time vanish int< 
fthing, at the prospect of boundless and imnr 
pleasure. 

The great temple of the skies, the spangled 
ofbenvcDj is frequent\"j lUe. ^^.^^^ o^. to.^ d^ivo 
the open view of the g^^ cx^iXvo^> c^\ ^u^Vsc 
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litude of a wood, inspire me with a sacred warmth. 
But, oh ! when the propitious Divinity, by some 
divine emanation, makes me sensible of his pre- 
sence, with what contempt do I look back on the 
lessening world 1 how tasteless, how insipid, arc all 
its amusements ! how calm, how peaceful, in those 
happy intervals, are the regions of my soul! its- 
wishes are answered, and all its desires appeased, - 
I have enough, \ ask no more : can they languish 
for the streams who drink at the overflowing foun- 
tain ? His benignity is better than life, immortal 
pleasure is in his smiles, and who he favours must 
be necessarily blessed,. 

Thus, abstracted from human things, I converse 
with the great Spirit of the universe, and in the 
rapture of my thoughts often address him in such 
soliloquies as these : 

" It is the dignity of my nature, oh. Supreme of 
** beings, to adore and praise thee 1 But how art' 
•* thou to be extolled by mortal man ? the language 
•* of Paradbe, the strains of immortality, fall short. 
♦* of thy perfections ; the first-born sons of light 
•* lose themselves in blissful admiration, in search- 
** of thy excellency ; even they with silent ecstacjr 
•* adore, while, veiled with ineffable splendour^ 

«* The bright, the blessM, Divinity is known 

** And comprehended by himself alone • 

** Who can conceive the exteul o£ O^vaX. ^^^^x 
^ which out of noihing brouglit. rci^Xw^^ ^^"^ "^ 
D3 
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•* rising world, and froni a gloomy chaos bid the 

*' harmonious universe appear ! 

^ Confuiion heard hit Yoice, and wild Uproir 
** Stood rul*d, scood rut Infinitude confin'd.** 

•* At thy word the pillars of the sky were framed^ 
^^ and its beauteous arches reared » thy breath kind^ 
*' led the stars, adorn'd the moon with silv«. rays, 
*^ and gave the sun its flaming splendour* 

** Thy glory in her silent course the moon^. 

«< And nightly lamps in their obscure sojourn, 

«* The motning-star with its bright circle crown'd, 

•« And early biwbes oiF the day, revesrf; 

«* The circling sun thy greatness manifests, 

** Whether ascending from the eastern wave, 

*' With glancing smiles, he cheers the dewy fields; 

'* Or mounted to the zenith's lofty height, 

M He blaze» with transcendent glory round ; 

*( Or down the steep of heav'n he rolls amain, 

*< And ends his flaming progress in the sea : 

«' From east to west thy grandeur he proclaims, 

** And thro* his radiant kingdoms spreads thy praise.** 

•* Thou didst prepare for the waters their capa- 
** cious bed, and set bounds to the raging billows ; 
** by thee the hills were crowned with plenty, and 
" the vallies dressed in their flowery pride ; the 
*' summer and winter, the shady night and the 
*' bright revolutions of the day, are thine j in all 
*' the wonderful efiicts of Nature we adore and 
<* confess thy power. 

•« Tliou rid'st upon the wild tempestnons wind, 
« And flying stormi pbey 4hy potent voice ; 
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"SubKmc on clouds thy dark payilion fet, 
** With shades and gloomy majesty invoWd ; 
«* Thy hands the pointed lightnings lance around, > 
^ While peals of thunder shake the firmament ; 
** At thy approach the kindling forests smoke, 
** And from their base the trembling mountains start;; 
*■ The rivers ebb and flow at thy command, 
** Obserre their wonted course, or run reverse : 
" At thy rebuke the frighted waves divide, 
"^'And with stupendous motion backward roll' 
*• Their crystal volumes to their inmost spring. 
** Thou all things canst; thy mighty mandate heard,'. 
** Necessity and Nature arc no more ! 
<* Th^ obedient elements resign their league, • 
«« And wonderful effects attest the God!**^ 
These, my dear friend, arc the entertainmenti 
that brighten vaj solitude, and free my- soul from 
its former engagements : those fading graces, on 
which I once doated, vanish before a superior ex- 
cellence, as stars before the rising sun ; instead of 
repining I adore, I justify the great dispensing 
Power that has removed the darling of my affec- 
tions to fix them on immortal beauty. I have lost 
nothing amiable or attractive, but what is founds 
with divine advantage in the fair Original 

I know you will congratulate me on this happy 
change : it must please you to find that your pious 
instructions, joined to the sanctity of your example, 
have not entirely been lost on. 

Reverend Sir, 
Tour most obedient humble servant, 

154 
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LETTER XII.- 
^a^ the same* 

Sir, 
I HAVE ol>eyed your commands in sending the in- 
closed ; you will not require an apology for an es- 
say on this transporting subject : Joy and Grati- 
tude will speak, however disproportioned the c»^ 
presfiions^ 

On our Saviour's NativUy* 

Victorious Love ! how uncontrourd thy pow'r !' 

How great thy triumph on that glorious hour ! 

The high-rais'd thrones above look'd down to see 

The vanquifh'd God a captive led by thcc 

His rplendour in mortality difguis*d, 

The Principalities of heav'n furpris*d; 

Th' indulgent ikies fmil'd on the happy birth^ 

While peace and joyful wonder hulh'd the earth* 

Fly, rigid Winter, with thy horid face. 

And let the foft and lovely Spring take ^lace ; 

Oh ! come thoo foircft fcefbn of the year, 

With garlands deck'd and verdant robes appear ; 

And once produce the Summer's various coft. 

Whatever fweets her flowVy ftores can boaft: 

Full caniflera of Sharon's rofes fpread. 

And drefs with art th* illuftrious Infant's bed; 

Rifle the gardens, fearch the painted fields, 

For all the blooming glories Nature yields. 
But, 6 ye produAs of the earth, how poor. 

To hcav'n's cnamellM plains, are all your ftore I 

Perpetual greens, and never-fading flow'rs, 

£arich wi(^ fofc perfumes th* iimnortai bow'rt; ] 
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And yet he left the bright ethereal feats 
For thefe cold regions and obiiuire retreats. 

Be huih'dy je. Winds, no angry tcmpeft roTf, 
Biic fink in gentle wlulpers through the grove ; 
VTich aU Arabia load youf balmy wiogf, 
And breathe the fragrance of ten thoufand fprings. 

Begin, you fweet muficians of the air I 
I:iet Nature all her foothing founds prepare ; 
JLet tuneful Ait her various mcafures bring 
Each melting tone, and ev'xy warbling firing; 
Let pfidt'ries, harps, and the loud cymbal ring ; 
JLet the ihrill trumpets raife their fprightly voice, 
While Carmel and high Lebanon rejoice. 

He comesy O Jacob, thy long promis'd King! 
Cekftial envoys the glad cidingB bring : 
O'er earth's wide compafs to the diftant main, 
With truth and perfed jufUce he (hall reign. 

The fparkling fldes ihail tarnilh and decay. 
The fun be quench'd, and ftars fliall fade away ; 
But he (hall rife with a propitious light, 
Stand at high-noon, and ihine divinely bright. 

I shall now leave you to your own sublimer con^ 
templatton on this unbounded theme^ and 8ub-> 
acribe myself^ 

SIR, 
Your most obedient hwnble servant, 

ASiaX4T0il# 
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LETTER XIII. 

To a gentleman in France^ from his Sister \ giving him' 
a relation of ber lover s misfortunes. 

My dear Brother, 

As my passion for Valerius had, in its beginning, 
your approbation, you will not blame my constan-- 
cy at. a juncture when the unhappy youth has no 
other consolation. His misfortunes have brought 
those virtues into view which, in the height of 
prosperity, he never found occasion to exert ;. and^ 
as his merit rises, you will not reproach mc in 
finding my attachment to him more steady and 
resolved than in the splendour of his fortune. 

You know how much my father piques himself 
on his quality, and how averse he was, when yotf 
left us, to Valerius's proposal, on no other account 
but his being a citizen, though a man of great vir- 
tue and wealth. However, this last motive, after 
some dtliberation, prevailed j I was suflTered to re* 
ccive his addresses, and every thing was preparing 
to celebrate the marriage. 

Valerius had always behaved hinriself in so ob«* 
sequious a manner to his father, that he put a con* 
siderable stock into his hands, which the young 
merchant had improved by two or thiee success* 
ful voyages into Turkey ; so that it was ir>his pow- 
er to make a settlement vastly above my fortune, 
snd hr bejond my fatha'a^xgectation j. but white' 
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the lawyers were busy in drawing up the articlesy 
an unexpected misfortune put a stop to the whole 
affair. 

The father of Valerius was an honest man, but 
ezceedingxrednlouS) and was (unknown to his son) 
drawn into many engagements for the debts of an 
extravagant brother, to whose interest the compas-i 
sionate old man was too much attached ; he soon 
found his error, being surprised with several arrests' 
on bis brotherV account for more than his whole 
estate could answer. 

The unhappy youth was quickly informed oi 
his father's distress, and flew to his relief with alt 
the speed that filial piety coidd give. One of their 
friends, ^o was present, told me, there never wasi 
a more moving interview. After a long pause of 
silent sorrow, the old gentleman charged his son 
sot to invoWe himself in any straits on his accounti 
but leave him to suffer the effects of his own im« 
prudence.^ 

" 1 know,'* continued he, " the happiness of your 
" life depends on your marriage with the gentle 
** Lemira, which will be entirely frustrated by your 
" being concerned in this affair 5 nor is your whole* 
" fortune sufiicient to disengage me from this con- 
** finement; but Death will soon bring me a. full 
•* discharge from a perplexity into which my- too 
*J great credulity, and ill-placed compassion, has 
J* betrayed me 5 yet this and any thing I uu «id>ix^ 
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'f With fortitude, rather than you shall rum your 
** own fortune to extricate mine. Pray leave me,*' 
said he, " the concern your looks discover is at 
*• present my heaviest affliction." 

The sorrowful youth immediately withdrew^ 
and, sending for all the creditors, found that his 
whole stock, except what was at sea, added to his 
father's, would hardly do justice to many honest tra- 
der's demands, who must be ruined, with their fa:* 
milies, without satisfaction •, but to whatever exi- 
gence he reduced himself, he resolved to discharge 
his father, which he soon accomplished by a hand- 
some composition. 

Valerius's whole dependence was now on the 
return of the Turkey fleet, where he had conside- 
rable effects ; but my father was so angry with him* 
for engaging in his father's affairs, that he forbid 
me ever seeing or thinking any more of him as 2k? 
lover. Nor did the torrent of his adversity stop 
here ; for within a few days he had intelligicncc that 
two ships belonging to him, richly laden, iMrere, in 
their return, taken by a Spanish pirate. 

I was soon informed of this disaster, and writ 
immediately to Valerius^ in the softest language 
that a passion like mine could dictate ; and, (ta> 
conceal notliing from you,) I offered to marry him, 
and put into his possession that part of my^foitunr 
which was left by my aunt entirely in my own 
poweu If you should condemn this romantic io^ 
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-stance of aJBFectidn in me, you will certainly approve 
the conduct of my young philosopher, who, in this 
crisis of lore and advershy, could act with such 
composure and true greatness of mind, as you will 
find expressed in the following letter : 

^< Ta Lemira. 

" T«E distress I am in, too generous I/emira, has 
** not reduced «ie to such an abject disposition as, 
^* by accepting the offer you make me of your for- 
^* tune, to betray you into a state of necessity and 
** contempt on so lew a njotive as my own interest. 
"** Faf be *uch a -selfish view for ever from my 
** soul ! You wrong me, and your own charms, 
** if you think the -passion they have inspired will 
** suffer .me to act any thing unbecoming its gran- 
** deur* However my fortunes are sunk, my mind 
•^* kesps its native elevation, and is untainted with 
V any selfish or mercenary design. If I loved you 
^^ less, I might, perhaps, (abstracted from your 
^ happiness,) pursue my owi}, and leave you at 
*Meisttre to repent your rashness, and curse the 
*•* mercenary wretch that was the instrument of 
"*' your ruin. 

<* Your father has forbid your marrying me on 
" the forfeiture of his blessing •, and shall I rob 
"*' you of that, and bring the weigJit of a paternal 
^' curse on your head ! Shall I seduce you from 
'J* the affluence and pplendour of i?Q\t\\vi^^x.^^\v^\^ 
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" in my distre88es» and struggle with the inconv^ 
" niencies of low life ! Could I see you reduced tc 
" want and obscurity, in hopes it might be a so- 
** lace to my own misery, and lessen my lot of hu< 
*' man cares ! No, let me stand acquitted by hea- 
'^ ven and earth of such baseness as thb. 

*' Will you call this c6ldness ? will you term It 
** indifference, and not rather the utmost effort d 
'^ a^ecUon, the triumph of a generous passion 2 
'* Oh, Lemira, you are dearer to me than life ! next 
^^ to Heaven I love you. In parting with you 1 
'* abandon every earthly joy •, I quit my whole 
*^ share of human happiness, and must sink into 
** the last dejection, if Religion did not support 
■** me with its divine consolations. 

** And here the morning seems to break, a gleam 
'^ of peace salutes me, some presaging hopes of a 
*^ prosperous catastrophe smile through the darh- 
'< ness -, nothing is impossible to an almighty 
*^ Power 5 there are virtues to which Heaven haa 
** annexed promises of a present retribution, k 
*^ was in the practice of the great duties of moi^ 
*^ ality I fell into this extremity •, and here the di« 
*' vine Veracity has engaged itself to secure roc; 
** all events are in the hands of the Sovereign Dis* 
*^ poser 'j his will makes nature and necessity ; 
** no obstacle puts a stand to his designs, nor 
** obstructs the course of Providence ; perpe- 
^^ruii beneficence has not diminished his stores^ 
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** nor arc the springs of his mercy exhausted. I 
<* must own I have received some consolation from 
" the verses inclosed, which were written by one 
^* of my friends in very distressed circumstances. 
** I must bid you an unwilling adieu. 
Tour's, &c. 

" Valerius/* 

Oh thi Divine VtiACTrr. 
Be hiish'd, my Griefs, *tis his almighty will. 
That ruks the storms, and bids you all be sill ; 
Be calm, ye Tempests, vanish ev'ry care, 
*l^ile with triamphant faith my soul draws near 
■To God in all the confidence of prayer. 
He has not bid me seek his face in vain, 
Talk'to the winds, or to the waves complain ; 
.He hears the callow ravens from their nest, 
By him their eager cravings are redresbM ; 
'Young lions through the desert roar their wants; 
He nurks them, and the wild petition grants ; 
Tb«t gaping furrows thirst, -nor thirst in vain 
(Parch'd by the noon- day sun,) for timely rain ; 
With silent suits the fair declining £ow'rs 
Request and gain the kind refreshing showers. 
And will the Almighty Father turn away. 
Nor hear his darling offspting when they pray I 

No breach of faithfulne&s his honour stains. 
With day and night his word unchang'd remains ; 
The various ordinances of the sky 
Stand forth his glorious witnesses on high ; 
Summer and winter, autumn and the spring. 
For him, by turns, their attestations bring; 
■ Unblemish'd his great league with Nature standsi 
..AndJuU reliance on bis truth demands : 
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Nothing that bre^lhet^a second deluge fears. 
When in the clouds the radiant buw appears. 

Can the most High, like man, at random spealc. 
Forfeit his honour, and his promi^e break ? 
Does he that falsely swears his vengeance claim ? 
And shall he stain his own tremendous name i 
The earth, the heav*ns, were witness when he swore 
By his great Self ; what would thy fears have more ? 
And had a greater than himself been found, 
That greater bad the b^h engagement bound. 

Shall fleeting winds th* Almighty^s words disperse* 
Or breathing dust his solemn oath reverse? 
Can he, like man, unconstant man, repent f 
Shall any chance, or unforeseen event, 
Start up, his settled purpose to prevent f 
Or can he fail in the expected hour, 
A stranger to his own extent of power ? 
What profit can a worm his Maker bring. 
That he should flatter such a worthless thing ? 
Why should he condescend to mind my tears. 
Or calm with soft deluding words and fears ? 
Can he (of perfect happiness possess'd) 
Deride the wees that human life molest, 
Or mock the hopes that on hi>. goodness rest ? 
Nature may change her course, Confusion reign. 
And men expect the rising sun in vain ; 
Bnt should th' cternd truth and promise fail, 
Infernal night and horror must prevail; 
The thrones of light would shake, th* angelic pow*rty 
Would stop their harps amidt-t the bliss-ful bow'rs. 
No moie the toft, the sweet melodii us strain, 
Would gently glide along the happy plain ; 
No more would tuneful hallelujahs rise. 
And fhouts triumphant All the jouncing ekies : 
Fach heav'nly countenance a sullen air 
O/^ricfafid iiDiious diCTiJcncc would wear. 
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The golden |Miacet, the^tplendid teatt. 
The flow'ry maiuiom, and these wft retreati^ 
The rosy afaades, and aweet dclicioui streams. 
Would disappear like transitory dreams. 

Angels themselves their brightest hopes recline 
On nothing more unchangeable than mine. 
Am 1 deceiv'd ? what can their charter be I 
Fair seraphim may be deceiv'd like me ; 
If Goodness and Veracity divine 
Can fail, their heavVs an airy dream like mine* 

£at, oh ! 1 dare the glorious venture make. 
And lay my soul and future life at stake ; 
3e earth, be heaven, 4it desp'rate hazard lost. 
If here my faith should prove an empty boast \ 

Whatc'er your arts, ye pow'rs of hell suggest. 
The truth of God undaunted 1 attest : 
Produce your annals with insulting rage. 
Bring out your records, show the dreadful page, 
^One instance where th' Almighty broke his word. 
Since first the race of men his name adoi'd ; 
In gloomy diaracters point out the hour, ' 

£xert your malice, summon all your pow*r ; 
With rites infernal all your pomp display, • 

And mark with, horror the tremenduous day ; 
Confos'd, you search your dreadful rolls in vain, 
Th' eternal honour shines without a stain, 
Unblemirh'd shines in men and angels' view ; 
Just arc thy ways, thou King of Saints, and true 1 

1 inclosed this letter, my dear brother, to sliow 
70U with what equality of mind the generous youth 
behaves himself in this distress. I beg you would 
^hasten your return to England, in compassion to 
Tour unhappy friend and sister, 

'VHum^JL £ 
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LETTER XIV. 
To Herminius. 

I HAVE just reason to fear my essay on thi 
subject will not answer your expectations 
whatever fluency I could express myself wh 
spired by mortal beauty, the pomp of la 
fails me« Here the boldest figures )ose the 
phasisi and grow insipid on this superior tl 

DIVINE LOVE. 

7oR thee, fond Love, my darling themCg 

My lute has ofc been strung ; 
Thy pow*r, by evVy answering stream. 

In gentle notes I sang : 
Laurlnda (aught my Muse her art. 
And fiU'd with tender fires my heart : 
She taught mc how to paint thy beauteous face. 
Thy charming form, and ev'ry moving gface. 

But who shall guide the darling strain. 
Celestial Love ! that aims at thee, 
Thou fairest offspring of the Deity ? 
I call the povr'rs of Harmony in vain, 
In vain the softest accents I employ ; 

The brightest metaphors in vain I chuse, 
"With ail the melting language lovers use. 
To tell their pain, or speak their rising joy. 
All the heights of pure desire. 
Holy love, and heav'nly fire. 
At once my panting breast iuspire : 
Such ardour smiling martyrs know, 
"When, defying evVy foe, 
la triumph, oa to death thsy ^o. 
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Tell 'me> thou, for whoa 1 pronre 
All the fierce extremes of Love, 
How thy charms, so far retir'd 
Prom mortal soBte, ha^e all mj bosom fir'd t 
Greatness aod famo, beauty aod harmony, 
Are all bat empty names, cdmpar'4 Co thee : 
Be thou but mine, 
The whde creation I at once resign. 

Vanish thou earth, and eV'ry gaudy scene 

Of hill and dale, or grove, or flo"«r*ry field, 
Vhea by the Spring adornM with cheerfnl green t 

Vanish, whate'er delights thou else canst yield. 
Thou Sun, be dark ; ahd let eternal night 
Conceal thy vital splendour fronl mjr sight. 

Thou Moon, and ev'ry gpy ethereal fire. 
Bum out your golden store ; 

I shail be bles&'d when all your lights expire, 
And earth, atid sea, and skies, shall be no more ! 

Place me where infernal Night 

And endless Horror reign ; 
Where, banish*d far from hope and light. 

Unhappy ghosts complain : 
Ev*n there, one gentle smile of thine 

Th* eternal gloom would chace ; 
Immortal day would on me shine. 

And pleasure fill the place. 

Should Heav'n surround me with full tides of joy. 

And open all its glories to my sight, 
One frown of ihine would all that heav*n destroy. 

And wither my delight ; 
One frown of thine th' immortal groves would blast, 
And darkness o'er the blissful regions cast. 

You that sing in happy howVs, 
And in nnminglcd plea&utcs paas the houri| 

£2 
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Thtt luiow the height of hetv'nly bliss. 
Come, pUy me some soft air of Paradise ; 

Gentljr strike your sweetest strings. 
And touch my soul on all its tender springs, 
While, rising on the Masic's downy wings, 
I'll bid at once mortality adieu, 
And love and paint the sacred flame like you. 

But, my dear HerminiuSi the present 
ance will coxwince you that I have not y 
the strains of immortality ; and perhaps 
not think it necessary for me to make at 
for not being an angel : however, If I ci 
bute to your entertainment as a mere m* 
jiiay command 

Tour most humble serv. 
E 



LETTER XV. 
To Alonzo. 

Tou have spent so many iappy houcs at 
of — .'s fine seat in the country that it 
cessary to describe those beautiful sc< 
which you are so well acquainted : hei 
passed a great part of the summer se; 
manner suited to my contemplative hum( 
ing no taste for country diversions, or ar 
xural sjorts^ my pleasures were confint 



Xoral and Entertaining^ 6^ 

cT^arming shades and gardens with which the house 
is surrounded. 

Here I enjoyed an unmolested tranquillity, tilt 
a (it of curosity led me to make an excursion into> 
the wide campaign that opened before me from* 
the borders of the park. 

If I begin with the rosy dawn, you will pardon> 
my romantic style in relating the surprising adven- 
ture : but, without telling a lie, the morning was^ 
yet dusky, the balmy dew and fragrant gales per« 
famed the air with their untainted sweets -yi while, 
with thoughts free as the airy songsters that warble 
on the branches, I wandered from risiug. hills tcr 
winding vales, through flowery lawns to leafy 
woods, till I found myself under the shade of a 
renerable row of elms ; which put me in mind of 
Sir Roger de Coverley's rookery j the aged trees 
shot their heads so high^ that, to one who passed 
under them, the crows and rooks which rested on 
their tops- seemed to be cawing in another region.. 
I was delighted with the noise, while, with the 
Spectator, I considered it as a kind of natural 
prayer to that Being who supplies the wants of hi&. 
whole creation. My thoughts were inspired witb 
a pleasing gratitude to the beneficent Father of the 
universe, till the sequel of my devotion was in*- 
lerrupted by the sight of a beautiful girl,, about 
four or five years old, sitting on the graft, with a^ 
basket of flowers^ on her lap, which she was $ticti- 
Fa 
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ing In the snowy fleece of a little lamb that stoei 
tamely by her. 

I began to hope it was one of the fairy race> oi 
some pretty phantom that haunted the grove ; foi 
the adjacent house, belonging to this reverend ave- 
nue looked more like a dormitory for the deac 
than an habitation for the living ; every thing a* 
bout it appeared ruinous and dosolate ; I couk 
neither hear the voice, nor trace the steps of mop 
tal men in this absolute solitude ; nor had I an^ 
hopes of knowing into what wild regions I wai 
got, unless the pretty figure sitting on the graci 
could give some intdligence. 

I made my appearance very respectfully ; but 
what was my surprise, in drawing near, to find the 
air, the complexion, every feature in miniature, oi 
the ungrateful Aurelia, on whom I once so pas* 
sionately doted ? A thousand tormenting ideal 
rushed into my mind at the sight of this lovel] 
creature, who smiled on me with the most enchsmti 
ing innocence. While I stood eagerly gazing at 
l^er, which was not long, Aurelia herself entered 
the walk, and confirmed my suspicion that this 
child wa8 a living proof of her infamy. 

It is about six years since she eloped from the 
public view, regardless of her own illustrious fi- 
iViily, or the obligations she was under to the ge- 
nerous Cleone, who treated her with the utmost 
conBdcncc, and was the last that suspected bet 
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Imsband^s criminal affair with her. — Be my own 
wrongs forgot, and all the contempt with which 
she treated whatever proposals honour and a dis- 
interested passion could make. 

I found her now an object of pity rather than 
resentment ; the dejection of her mind was visible 
in her pale haggard looks, and the wretched neg1i< 
gence of her habit. I could hardly persuade my- 
self this was the celebrated thing that once appear- 
ed in all public places with such a parade of equi- 
page, and vanity* 

She was in the utmost confusion at this inter- 
view, till, excusing myself, 1 told her this intrusion 
was undesigned, and purely the effect of chance, 
as I was taking a morning's ramble from the Earl 
of ■ ' s, where I had spent some time ; and that 
she might depend on my word not to discover her 
abode to any one in that family. 

By this time she was a little composed, and in- 
vited me to rest myself after my walk. I followed 
her into the house, which looked more lil^e the 
mansion* of Despair than a retreat for a lady of 
pleasure 5 an awful silence reigned in every room, 
through which I made a shift to find my way by 
a dim twilight that glimmered through some win- 
dows of as antique a figure as those of an old ab- 
bey. The furniture, I fancy, has not been displa- 
ced from times immemorirtl *, it looks more like 
unwieldy lumber than any thing designed for uae 

E4 
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or ornamens: there was nothing of i modcrj 
but a tea-table, and that in ruinous circumst 

It was now about ten o'clock. Aurelia oi 
tea and chocolate to be brought : all her a 
ance was a fresh^coloured country lass, who 
drew as soon as we had breakfasted. 

I was impatient to hear a relation of Au 
raisfortttnes>, but durst not ask any questioi 
fear it would look like insulting her distress \ 
renewed my excuses for interrupting her pri' 

To which she replied, " That though I w. 
^* last person in the world she shouM have 
•* to be a witness of her infamy, yet she th 
*\ herself happy in having an opportunity to 
•'"some apolpgy for her bjustice to me,, in 
•< sing those terms of honour J once offered 
*^ complying, with such reproachful conditio 
«* had made her the most miserable creatu 
•'earth* 

** It was my criminal inclination,^* com 
she, *' for Cassander, that made me inflexil 
«< your entreaties, and my father's comman 
" marry you. But whatever wrong this > 
•* your merit, my guilt, with regard to the j 
** ous Cicone, is of a higher nature ;. the intr 
^< had witli her husband was attended with ci; 
•* stances of the blackest treachery. I had 
*' tliTOUgh the lenderest engagements of frien 
*^ and grantc^d all tl^at my dissolutcl over coul< 
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*^ when finding myself with child, to hide my in- 
•* famy he brought me to this dismal placej an old 
^ mansion-house belonging to his family, where 
" I am cut off from human societyi except two 
•* or three stupid peasants, his tenants, who reside 
" in some part of this Gothic structure. It is 
" now six years since I have breathed and slept, 
•* (for r cannot call it living) in this melancholy 
" confinement, without hopes of a release, being 
•* entirely dependent on Cassander's allowance and 
** caprice, who but too well knows his own power 
" and my folly ; which makes him, instead of the 
•* humble lowr,. act die imperious tyrant ; his vi- 
•^•sits arc seldom, his stay short, and I am left 
" whole months to languish alone in a detested 80« 
«*litudc. 

" This child,'* continued she, weeping, and ta- 
Idng the lovely creature in her arms, " this child, 
•* which might have been my joy^. proves my 
^ greatest affliction \. should I die, she is imme^^ 
''diately abandoned to hardship and necessity; 
** should Ilive^it distracts me to think she may 
•* follow my scandalous example. How can Lgive- 
•* her instructions to avoid those vices which my 
*f*practice approves ? or recommend that virtue, 
•• whose sacred rules I have so openly violated ? 
** And still I lovjc this worthless man. Were 1 pe- 
** nitent, could I resolve on a reformation, this 
^ kisuie,fuid retirement would be a bk'.sing^ an. 
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<< advantage^ to me ; but I am obitinate m gmit, 
'^ while I depair of happiness in this world, or the 
" next. Till I came here, my hours were spent 
" in frolic and gaiety \ a constant series of diver* 
•* sions shortened the days, and gave wings to the 
** jovial hours, which now have leaden feet, andy 
*• burdened with grief, lag heavily along. No sort 
•* of reflection gives me joy ; whether I look baclt- 
*^ ward or forward, all is darkness and confusicmr 
•* I am no way qualified for retirement j. books arc 
•* my aversion, thmking is my horror ; 1 am weary 
" of living, and afraid to ^ie !" 

I heard this account with a heart full of compas- 
sion, and said what I could to persuade her to break 
off this criminal commerce with Cassander, and 
throw herself on the care of Providence and the 
generosity of her friends : but I had too much value 
for my own peace, and too great a contempt for a 
woman of Aurelia's character, to make any parti- 
cular proposals for her freedom ; and bidding her 
adieu, hasted back to the Earl's without saying one 
word of my adventure ; which I commit to your 
secrecy, and subscribe myself 

Your most humble servant, 

POLTDORE. 



LETTER XVI. 

Rosamond to Henry II. 
Read o'er these lines, the records of my ibaine, 
JI thou caii^t suffer yet my h^tcCul name i 
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Clean as this spotkss page, till stainM by me. 
Such was my conscience, till sedoc'd by thee : 
Chaste were my tboughcs, and all serene within, 
TiH mark*d by thee with characters of »in« 
Had some successfal lover, in the prime 
Of equal years, betrayed me to a crime. 
Resistless Love had been my best defence, 
And gain*d compassion for the soft offence : 
But while thy withered age had no such charms. 
To tempt a blooming virgin to thy arms, 
l*m justly thought a prostitute for gold, 
A mercenary thing to sordid iot*rest sold. 

Be cuts'd that female fiend, whose practis'd art,. 
With wanton tales, seduc'd my guiltless heart \ 
Let her with endless infamy be curs'd ; 
Of all the agents Hell employs the worst : 
Perdition to herself the wretch insur'd. 
When she my youthful modesty allurM : 
Oh, fatal day ! when, to my virtue*^ wrong, 
I fondly listcnM to her flatt'ring tongue ! 
Bat, oh ! more fatal moment, when ^he gain'd 
That vile consent which all my virtue stain*d ! 
Yet Heav*n can tell with what extreme regret 
The fury of thy lawlesa flames 1 met 
For, unexperiencM in the ways ofsin, 
A conscious honour struggled still within. 
Oh, could I ! but the ill-timM wish is^vain. 
Could I my fotmer innocence regain ! 
Thy proffer'd kingdom, Henry, were a prize 
Which, balanced with that wealth, I should despise. 
But I no more my sex's pride can boast : 
Alas ! what has one moment's madness cost ! 

Not Woodstock's charming bow'rs can ease my grief;. 
For 1 must fly myself to find relief. 
Oft, while the sun in lengthening shades declines. 
And through the waving uees mere nuidly shiiici 



7« LETTERSr 

ATonc through all the beauteous walks I roye. 
And hope the sweets of solitude to prove ; 
But, at irty sight, each verdant prospect wears 
A gloomy view, and every plant appears 
To bend its top, o'crchargM with dewy tears ; 
^lethinks each painted brossom hang« its head. 
Avoids my touch, and' withers where I tread. 
If angling near a crystal brook I stand, 
And witH deluding skill the bait command. 
The cautious fish, that fly the snare, upbraid 
My heedless youth, more easily betray 'd. 
Amidst the garden, wrought by curious hands, 
A noble statue of Diana stands ; 
Naked she stands, with just proportions grac*dv 
Ard bathing in a silver fountain 's placed : 
When near the ffow'ry borders I advance, 
At me she seems to dart an angry glance. 
What scenes, alas ! can please a guilty miod, 
What joy can T in these recesses find. 
For lawless and forbidden love design'd I 
In some obscure and melancholy cell. 
Rather a weeping penitent Fd dwell. 
Than here a glbrious prostitute remain,. 
To all my sex's modesty a stain. 

This stately lab'rinth, raisM with vast expense, 
Displays my shame in its magnificence : 
As through tHe stately rooms I lately walked. 
And with my woman of its paintings talk*d,^ 
She spy'd the draught of Tarquin's wanton flame, 
And, hctdlcjs, ask'd the injur'd beauty's name : 
This^ I reply'd, is that illustrious Dame— 
Renown'd for chastity, I should have said ; 
But here, a rising blush my face o'erspread ; 
Confus'd, I stopp*d, and left th* inquiring maid. 
Lucrctia's story on my life had cast 
4 bJick rc^toz^^ ^rbo yet caniivc dsi|;rac*d4' 
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1 should, like her, with just resentment pressed. 
Have plung*d the fatal dagger to my bieast. 

What specious colours can disguise my sin, i 

Or still the restless monitor within i 
Thy greatness, Henry, but augments my shame. 
And adds immortal scandel to my name ; 
My odious name, which, as the worA disgrace. 
The Cliffords cancel from their noble race ! 

To what propitious refuge shall I run. 
The terrors of a guilty mind to shun f 
In vain the sun its morning pride displays, 
I turn my eyes, and sicken at its rays : 
The silver moon and sparkling -stars by night 
Torment me, too, with their officious light : 
The glinmi'ring -tapers round my chamber plac*d 
Across the room fantastic shadows cast ; 
Of all my dreams the melancholy scene 
Presents an injur'd a revengeful Queen. 

Last night, when Sleep my heavy eyes had clos'd. 
To all her rage, methought, 1 stood expos'd ! 
Wild were her looks, a poison*d cup she brought. 
And proudly offcr'd me the fatal draught ; 
The destin'd bowl I took with trembling hands. 
Compelled to execute her fierce commands : 
This dismal omen aggravates my fears, 
before my fancy still the furious Queen appears. 
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LETTER XVIL 

Mart ^eea of France^ to Charles Brandon 
Stifo/k. 

7be Prineesx Mary^ Henry the VJlPs younger tuiety bet 
with the Duke of Suffbhkf rvasj for public reasonsy m. 
Leivis XII, of France J -wi&a died in six months after. 1 
being again at Liberty, writes the following Epitfle to th 
Sufolky her first lover, 

[An Imitation of Brayton^s Epistle.] 

Let these soft lines my kindest thoughts coavey, 
And tell thee what I suffer by thy sUy. 
Did seas drvide us, this might well excuse 
Thy negligence, and my fond heart abuse ; 
But Calais from the Kentish strand is seeoy 
A gentle current only rolls between. 
Kor needs my Suffolk, i&e Leander, brave 
A threatening death in evVy breaking wave* 
When, guided only by a glimm*ring light. 
He cross*d the stormy Hellespont each night : 
Tall ships with flying sails, and lab'ting oars^ 
Attend to land thee on the Gallic shores. 
Sut thou art changed ! that ardour is expir'd. 
Which once thy wishes with impatience fir*d, 
When Savoy's blooming Duchess strove in vain 
From me the conquest of thy heart to gain : 
Invited by great Henry's martial fame. 
The haughty princess, with her brother came 
To compliment the King for Toumay gain'd ; 
Where, in a rich pavilion, entertain 'd. 
Thy noble form th* unguarded fair surprisM j 
Nor were her tender wishes long disguis'd : 
Whatever flatt'ry, love, or wanton art 
Could do, she pradis'd to seduce thy heart. 
Orut ADChooy, by such alluiemente, gaic*d« 
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For Cleopatra all hk glory ttaln*d : 

Bat thy firm faith no iojory receiT'd, 

For yoa were just, or J was well decciv'd. 

Ijbr were my Tirgiii Towt lew true to thee, 

When young Castile adddressM the Court forme ; 

The charms of profferM empire I resign'd. 

And all that could ambitioD move, deciin*d ; 

A softer passion had possess'd my mind ; 

And while unrivallM in thy breast I reign'd, 

^y thoughts the lustre of a crown disdained. 

But, ah ! what changes human joys attend \ 

On airy chance our brightest hopes depend. 

Victorious Henry^s arms still mee^ success : 

The yanquish'd Gauls at last propose a peace : 

■By Wolsey*s policy their terms succeed, -^ 

And both the hostile nations are agreed, > 

While I the public victim am decreed. 3 

4Condemn*d to share the Christian Monarch's bed. 

And curs'd with that magnificence I fled. 

1 know my rank no private choice allowed, . 

And what a Princess to her country ow'd. 

These splendid maxims should have swayM my breastg 

But love entirely had my soul possess'd. 

How oft I wish'd my hnrable lot had !«jen 

Beneath the glorious hazard of a Queen ! 

That crownM by rural maids with painted flowVs, 

I rang*d the fields, and slept in verdant bow'rs ! 

Bclov*d of some young swain with Brandon's face, 

His voice, his gesture, and his blooming grace ! 

In all but birth and state re embling thee ! 

Then unmolested had wc liv*d» and free 

From those unhappy turn& which greatness brings ; 

While rocks and meadows, shades and purling springs* 

The flow'ry valley and the gloomy grove, 

2iad heard of no superior name to X^ve. 
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Such scenes of this Inglorious life I drew. 

And half believM the charming fiction true^ 

*Till real ills dissolv'd the pleasing dreams ; 

The groves and vallies fled, the lawns and silver strcamSf 

The gsry fantastic paradise 1 mourn*d, 

While courts and factions, crowns and ^ares return*d. 

With sighs I still recall the fatal day, 
"When no pretence could gain a longer stayr. 
The lovely Queen my parting sorrow saw, 
Kor Henry's pre cnce kept my grief m awe : 
Ko rules of decent custom could controul. 
Or hide the wild disorder of my soul ; 
When shtpp'd for France, before the dancing wind 
The navy fled, and left my hopes behind. 
With weeping eyes 1 still sarvey*d the strand^ 
Where on a rising cliff I saw thee stand ; 
Nor once from thence my stedfast sight withdrew. 
Till the lov'd object was no more in view. 
Farewell, 1 cry'd, dear charming youth ! with thec 
Each cheerful prospect vanishes from me. 

Loud shouts and triumphs on the Gallic coast 
Ellute me, but the noisy zeal was lost ; 
Nor shouts nor triumphs forc'd tny least reg^d. 
Thy parting sighs, methought, was all I heard. 
But now at Abevilleby Lewis met, 
I strove the thoughts of Suffolk to forget; 
For here my faith was to a monarch V3w'd, 
And 'Solemn rites my passion disallowM: 
However pure my former flames had been. 
Unblemished honour made them now a sin. 
But scarce my virtue had the conquest gain'd. 
And ev*ry wild forbidden wish' restrained. 
When at St Dennis, with imperial sUte 
Invested, on the Gallic throne I sat; 
The day with noble tournaments was gracM, 
Your name among the British champions placed. 
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Invited by a guHty thint of fame. 
Without regard to ray repose you came. 
The lists I saw thee eot'riog wich surprise. 
And felt the dazsliag glances of thine eyes. 

Ye sacred l*oi%*r8, 1 cryM,that rule above ! 
Defend my breast from this perfidious love. 
Ye holy Lamps'! before whose awful lights 
I gave my hand ; and ye, religious Rites ! 
Assist me too ; m>t let a thought unchaste. 
Or guilty wish, my plighted honour blast : 
While passion, struggling with my pious fcrars, 
Forc'd fiom my eyes involuntary tears. 
Some tender blossom thus, with leaves enlarg*d. 
Declines its head, with midnight dew o'ercharg'd : 
The passing breezes shake the gentle flow'r. 
And scatter all around a pearly sfaowV. 
From this distracting hour I shunnM thy sight. 
And gain*d the conquest by a prudent flight ; 
But human turns and sov'reign Destiny, 
Have set me now from these engagementyfree. 
The stars, propitious to my virgin love. 
My first desires and early vows approve. 
While busy politicians urge in vain, 
That public reatons should my choice restrain ; 
That none but York's or Lancaster's high race. 
Or great Piantagenet's, I ought to grace. 
Nor Suffolk wants a bng illustrious line. 
And worth, that shall in future records shine ; 
They own'd thy valour, when thy conqu'ring lance 
Carry'd the prize from all the youth of France. 
Thy merit Henry's constant favour shows, 
And envy only can my choice oppose. 
Thy noble presence, wit, and fine address. 
The British and the Gallic court confess. 
Alcncon's t-hape, and Vcnd6me'* sparkling C)T, 
Count Paul's gay mein, and Bourbon's majc: 
No longer are admir*d when thou art by. 
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There nothing wants to justify my flame-y 
The statesmen grant, but a poor empty namew 
And what's the gaudy title of a King ? 
"What sort of bliss can royal grandeur bring ? 
When thou art absent, vhatis the court to inc^ 
But tiresome state and dull formality ^ 
This toy, a ccown, I would resign to prove 
The peaceful joys of innocence and love. 



LETTER XVIIL 
Penelope io Ulysses. 
[From OVID.] 
DiSTm ACTED with his stay, yet still the sante^ 
True CO her ancient rows, and early flame, 
Penelope salutes her absent King : 
Oh ! would himself at last an answer bring ! 
Proud Troy is fall'n, our Grecian virgins hate : 
Yet not th* unrivall'd riches of her state, 
Kor all the glories of her mpnarch's throne. 
Can, for the pains thy absence gives, atone. 
Oh ! bad the waves, that gently wafted o*er 
The lustful Phrygian to the Spartan shore, 
Plung'd in the deep the guilty load they bore ! 
Abandoned then, I should not waste away 
In unavailing moans the lazy day ; 
Or lost to Joy, and widow*d of delight, 
Curse the dull lagging haurs of the more tedious night 
Fruitful of doubts, ray love still fear'd for you 
Dangers unknown, and greater than the true 
1 thought all Troy conspirM against thy head. 
And Hector's name, but mentioned, struck mc dead* 
Trembling, I heard of false Achilles slain. 
And wept Co find the bold deceit was vaio* 



-I 
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tofemtis fell by the Lycian spear, 

•olemas renew'd my anxious care» 

lort ac ev'ry Grecian hero's fall, 

ough the long war before t\it fatal wall, 

rilUng coldness ran through every part, 

i*d up nay blood, and shuddered at my heart,. 

my chaste passion mov'd the pitying skies ; 

Lord is safe, and Troy in ashes lyes. 

i prosperous gales the Argive chiefs return,. 

to their country gods Barbaric incen6e burn*^ 

wives in pious gifts declare thcir'joy, 

e their saVd husbands tell the fate< of Troy % 

nen and frighted virgins, fix*d around, 

mb amzaement dwell upon the sound r 

>oIdie|^ in gay feasts their cares compose^ 

mark in wine the scenes of ancient woes» 

is Sigaeum, here swift Simois flow'd, 

: high erect old Priam's palace stood ; 

fierce Pclldes urg'd the dreadful war,. 

; fix'd the bleeding Hector to his car ^ 

*, raov*d Ulysses, certain of success, 

er his conduct nor his courage less*, 

s Nestor told us all : he told us too 

Its that Dolon and the Thracian sleww 

less, and too forgetful as you were,. 

1, I'm sure, twas criminal to dare ^ 

I you, but for one faithful friend alone, 

fate to sqpadrons, and provok'd your owo^ 

well your wife and infant left behind, 

well your tender passion fillM your mind \ 

:ed as I heard the dreadful tale; 

1 your success could o*er my fears prevails 

rhat*s success, what's niin*d Troy to mcy 

. the savage joys of viAory \ 

F z 
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If still unblessM, I sink beneath tny paifl. 

And neyer must enjoy my Lord again 

For other wives dcstroy'd to me still standi 

I'hc wall erected by immortal hands. 

Now plenteous harvests grow where Ilium stood* 

The soil well fattea'd with the natives blood ; 

0*er ruin*d palaces that reach'd the skies 

Low »plres of grass and humble shrvbs arise* 

St'iil of the conqu*roi*8 absence I complain, 

Kor know what distant worlds my wand*riog Lm 

Ulysses I of ev'ry ship require, 

The sailors with repeated questions tire ; 

Hopeless and half despairing, yet I >^rilc ; <% 

The cruel Pow'rs that envy my delight > 

May bring at least my letters to your sight. ^ 

To Pylos, ancient Nestor's fruitful reign. 

And Sparta's injurM court, I sent in vain ; 

For nor from Sparta nor from Pylos came 

Aught save wild rumours, and uncertain fame. 

Again I wi§h Troy's lofty tow'rs might rise. 

And curse the thoughtless vows that gain'd the ski 

War's hazards then would be my only care. 

And 1 in common with a thou^nd fear. 

Now all the dangers of the land and seas 

Are present to my thoughts, and banish ease : 

"While you, alas ! perhaps with pleasure rove, 

And faithless nourish a forbidden -love ; 

Take some deluding harlot to your 1 

And in her arms, with lawless transports 

Make my dull easy constancy your jest. 

Ye Pow'rs ! avert the thought I cannot bcaf. 

And give my vain suspicions to the air. 

Whatc'er may be the reasons of thy stay. 

Oh ! may'st thou never willingly delay i 

Me to a second choice my sire invites. 

Chides my delays, uud urges ail his rights. 



r breast, f 

ports bless'd, C 
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Still let him urge, my krre my fiith assufes; 
I am, I must, 1 will be, ever yours. 
Tet my warm pray'rs the good old monarch mott^ 
He Tiews my tears, and mourns my hapless love, 
Bnt a vile train of thoughtless youths piodaim. 
With lawless impudenee, a saucy flame. 
Hither from Zante and Samos they resort. 
And revel onmolesstfd in thy court* 
r Treasures, the purchase of thy blood, they seize^ 

Those spoilt* Eurymachus, Pisander these : 
I Antinoas here, with equal rage possessed. 
There gteedy Poly bus, a constant guest, 
Plunder around — and need I name the rest. 
Who in your absence on our vitals prey. 
And waste in costly luxury the day ? 
The beggar Irus, a detested name. 
And base Melanthus last, complete thy shame. 
'Oaioft these insults what force can I employ^ 
What thy old father, or thy tender boy ? 
For his dear life a thousand snarqs are laid, 
Aad certain ruin aim'd at his unguarded head. 
Preserve him,' Heav*n ! and if we ne'er must join. 
Yet may he live to close your eyes and mine. 
Iff vain Laertes does his pow*r oppose. 
Unfit for virar against surrounding foes. 
Telemaichus will soon to fame aspire. 
Now his soft years a parent's aid require. 
• Oh ! thou, our only hope and refuge, come, 
■'' Dispel our dangers, and avert our doom : 
f Form the young hero in the arts of war. 

To rival thee, but with more caution dare. 
y Haste, and relieve your sire, with years oppress'd : 
Once more he longs to clasp you in his breast, 
Then shake oflF tedious life, and sink to rest. 
Oh ! haste to me !— A little longer stay 
' Will «^*nr J'^^a ^^^ fancy'd charm, decay ; 
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Increasing aires, and Time's resistless rage. 
Will waste my bloom, and wither it to age; 
Yet at thy sight wild joys and sprightly lore 
Shall dying youth recall, and ev'ry charm ifenpro^e. 
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LAURA TO AURELIA. 



LETTER L 

From Lauka^ gt'oing an account of ber brother's 
minai amour ^ and her own pasdonfor the hand, 
hermit. 

"v^iouLD your importunity have prevailed with 
brother to have left me in London, you had t 
free from the vexation that I shall certainly ; 
you, by making you the confidant of all my cc 
try adventures ; and 1 hope you will relieve 
chagrin, by telling me y^hat the dear bewitch: 
busy world is doing, while I am idly saunterin] 
•way my time in rural shades. How happy are ) 
my dear Aurelia ! how I envy you the cnjoyn 
of dust, of crowds, and noise/ with all the pc 
Jiurry of the beau monde ! 

My brother brought me hither to see a coun 
4e2Lt be has lately purchased : he would fain j 
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soadc me it Is finely situated 5 but I should think it 
more finely situated in the Mall, or even in Cheap- 
tide, than hcres. Indeed, I hardly know where we 
are, only that it is at a dreadful distance from the 
theatre royal in Drury-Lane, from the opera, from 
the masquerade, and every thing in this world 
; that is worth living for. 

I can scarce tell you whither to direct your let- 
ters ; we are certainly at the ends of the earth, on 
the borders of the continent, the limits of the ha- 
bitable globe, under the polar star, among wild peo- 
ple and savages, I thought we should never have 
come to the end of our pilgrimage ; nor could I 
forbear asking my brother if we were to travel by 
dry land to the Antipodes ; not a mile but seemed 
ten that carried me from London, the centre of all 
my joys. 

The country is my aversion ; I hate trees and 
liedges, steep hills, and silent vallies : the satirist 
may laagh, but to me, 

Green fields, and shady groves, and crystal springs, 
And larks, and nightingales, arc odious things. 

I had rather hear London cries, with the rattle 
erf coaches, than sit listening to the melancholy 
murmur of purling brooks, or all the wild music 
of the woods i the smell of violets gives me the 
hysterics j fresh air murders me ; my constitution 
isaotTobust enough to bear it \ the coolinj; zsphyrs 
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will fan me into a catarrh if I stay here 
Ibnger. 

If these are the scats of the Muses, let th 
envied enjoy their glittering whimsies, and c* 
with the visionary beings of their own forr 
have no fancy for Dryades and Fairies, i 
least prejudice to human society ; a mere 
beau, with an embroidered coat, suits my ta 
ter than an aereal lover with his shining tres 
rainbow wings. 

The sober twilight, which has employed s 
soft descriptions, is with me a very dull peric 
does the moon, (on which the poets dote) \ 
her starry train, delight me half so much aj 
scmbly-room illuminated with wax candle 
is what I should prefer to the glaring su 
meridian splendour. Day-light makes me i 
has something in it so common and vulgar, 
seems fitter for peasants to nnake hay in, oi 
try lasses to spin by than for the use of pe( 
distinctioip. 

You pity me, I know, dear Aurelta, in I 
plorable state ; the whole creation is a blank 
it is all joyless and desolate j in whatever gj 
gcs the Muses have dressed these rustic ab< 
have not penetration enough to discover thei 
the flowery field nor spangled sky, the rosj 
or balmy evening, can recreate my thoughts 
neitlicr a religious nor poetical enthusiast^ an 
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out either of these qualifications what should I da 
in silent retreats and pensive shades ? 

I find myself little at ease in this absence of the 
noisy dirersions of the town v it is hard for me to 
keep up my spirits in leisure and retirement ; it 
makes me anxiously inquisitive what will become 
of me when my breath flies away. Death, that 
ghasdy phantom, perpetually intrudes on my soli* 
tnde, and^ in some doleful knell from a neighbour* 
ing steeple, often calls upon me to ruminate on cof- 
fins and funerals, graves, and gloomy sepulchres : 
these dismal subjects put n>e in the vapours, and 
make me start at my own shadow ; nor have I ac- 
quired any de^ee of fortitude by turning Free- 
thinker, and unlearning 

All tiiAt the n«rte aod all tke priest have taught. 

Pope. 

You have been too often of our party not to 
know my brother is a very infidel \ he has a sort 
of vanity in making me a proselyte, and freeing 
my mind from those prejudices (as he calls them) 
and superstitious notions which govern a great part 
of the world ; but as he finds me a little unwilling 
to resign my immortality, he has furnished me 
with a, system of transmigration, and the eternal 
wandering of the soul from one species of being to 
aoother. 

However, I do not find myself a gainer by re- 
nouncing my crecd^ which allowed me to hope^ 
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diat after the period of this mortal life I might be 
an angely or at least equal to those bright esseocei* 

But by this fantastic scheme, to which my ble- 
ther is making me a conrert, my pretensions tie i 
sunk ; the utmost I can expect, when I have-shifted ^ 
my present existence, is to grin in a monkey, or look 1 
demure in a broad-faced owl, or to sit a chattering j 
magpye in a bush ; it is a chance among which of ' 
the animal race I am to be numbered, whether I • 
shall mount the air with the winged inhabitantiy 
or crawl on the earth among my brother reptUetf 
or graze in the meadows with the homed tribe*' 
Indeed I have no great stomach to grass or haft : 
and as little inclination to sleep in a den, or stretch ■ 
my hairy bulk on the dewy plain ; but it is yet un- 
certain whether I am to stalk, or fly, or swim : I 
am still at a loss which of these various clans to 
greet as my next kindred. 

However, I am better pleased with being what 
I am than any thing else. I had rather be a cele- 
brated t028t, fluttering at a ball among beaus and 
pretty fellows, than the most gaudy butterfly ho- 
vering with painted wings over a bed of tulips. If 
this should be my ensuing fate, it will be a morti- 
fying descent from a goddess to an insect. 

And really there is something so gloomy and 
wnconifort ible in these proipects of futurity, that . 
>f I consider them much longer I shall turn Chris- 
^i^in aj^ain, in defiiince of my brother, and a learned 
t/n6:iiVi'cr his corr.pau'ion, 'wlvo -wt "^^x^tuallY ri* 
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iling my concern about a visionary hereafteri as 
f term it. 

ndeed, this would be the least of my cares were 
>t extremely at leisure 4 but as I am, it is im- 
iible for me to avoid being solicitous what fate 
nds me when I resign this transitory life : for 
U8t certainly die : I am mortal beyond contra- 
ion : this truth sits *heavy on my soul ; there is 
lying its evidence, nor does this place afford 
amusement to divert the gloomy reflection; If 
Quid tium devotee, you would think it a more 
idcrful metamorphosis than any I have named : 
in all changes I am constantly ^ 

Your*8, &c. 

Laura. 

*• S. I have a secret to tell you concerning my 
;her, which you shall know in my next letter ; 
I am as impatient to discover it as 'you can be 
lear it. 

LETTER IL 

To AURELIA. 

AVE too much confidence in my dear Aurelia 
onceal any thing from her ; nor can it be any 
iry to my brother to trust you with his charac- 
and know him to be as great a libertine in his 
nise as his pxinciplest 
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Bat in whatever freedoms he hat indulge 
self) I must own he has always endeavoured 
me a just sense of honour, and the decorunn 
my sex : while he has taken pains to free n 
the restraints of religion, he has left nothii 
said on other motives that might raise in i 
tenderest concern for a clear reputation : 
made me the more resent his scandalous a 
when I found he had a mistress in his house, 
he had sent hither two or three days bef< 
came. I knew not what to do, nor how to 
myself in this exigence, 'till I found she m 
tiier an object of compassion than reproad 
that she came hither not to indulge an ini 
amour, but to shelter herself from want ai 
resentment of her relations. 

She told me the story of her misfortune a 
as the distress and confusion she was in wou 
ttih ; and, asking me a thousand pardons, ir 
ously owned she had engaged my brother to 
me with him or not to follow her. 

I found her education had been strictly m 
and that she was unacquainted with the \ 
part of the world. She is hardly fifteen, her 
is Charlotte, the only child of a noted citizen 
was utterly ruined in his affairs by a orafty 
from the height of credit the unhappy man 
himself sunk into circumstances of disgrace a 
digence. 
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This W98 a mclandioly turn to Qiarlotte, just 
in the vaoitf of youthful expectations, to find her- 
self from the affluence of fortuncy so suddenly re- 
duced to poverty and contempt. My bi other 
(whom she had sometimes seen with her father, 
but knew nothing of his chatacter) took this unfor- 
tunate cribis to tefnpt her, with rich presents and 
fair promises, to leave her friends and retire to 
some privatie lodgings he had got for her. 

In this distraction of affairs, her father being 
ander an arrest, and all his efiects seized, she was 
surprised into a compliance with my brother's pro- 
posal \ nor did he give her time to reflect or con- 
sult any of her relations, who soon got intelligence 
of this dishonour, and sent her a severe injunction 
to see their faces no more. 

This cruel message, with the sad tidings of her 
mother's death that followed, and the full evidence 
that she was deluded by my brother with feigned 
promises of marriage, had almost proved fatal to 
her life ; lior could any arguments allay her sorrow, 
'till her distressed lover engaged never to ask any 
future favour of her but what the itkest virtue may 
grant. On this condition, she consented to go to 
his new seat in the country ; for indeed she has 
no other refuge. He has kept his promise \ she 
lodges in my apartment, and is treated by him with 
•8 much decency as if she was his sister. 

I never thought such a libertine would turn Pla- 
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tonic 5 it is an unusual refinement, and, I bcfrere^ 
the first gallantry of this kind he ever practised; 
but he has an esteem, a tenderness, for her, of 
which, by his dissolute manners, I always fancied 
him incapable* 

Her behaviour is really modest ; nor was there 
ever a more natural impression of truth and inno- 
cence than appears in her face : her too credulous 
temper and unexperienced years have betrayed hef 
into this state of shame and misery ; of which, 
though too late, she seems exquisitely sensible; 
Since I began this letter she came into my closet^ 
and, with a flood of tears, begged me to contrive 
some way to free her from this dangerous place. 

" But whither," she said, " can I fly ? My friends 
** will never receive me 5 nor have I the confidence 
*' to meet their reproaches ; my crime has sent a 
** tender mother weeping to her grave ; it loadv 
•* my father's hoary head with a heavier weight of 
*^ sorrow than all his other misfortunes. Love 
" was not my excuse, I am yet a stranger to that 
** passion ; it was a cowardice, it was fear of po- 
" verty, a criminal distrust of celestial Previdcncc.- 
** I should have begged, I should have starved, ra« 
*^ ther than have parted with my innocence on 
*' such mercenary terms. However sincere my 
*^ repentance is, it can signify nothing witji regard 
'^ to the world ; the scandal will never be oblite^ 
y jared : I must either face the public contempt^ 
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waste my days in a joyless obscurity. Put 
condition in the best light. Would this 
t man, as he promised, marry me, what op- 
•brious language, what terms of infamy, must 
xpect,. in his intervals of chagrin ! Besides 
;, the impiety of his conversation terrifies mcy 
ile I hear him make a jest of those sacred sub- 
ts for which I have been taught the highest 
leration. I should live happier with a wild 
lerican.'* 

tiade hei: no reply ; the reasoning was too just 
mit a contradiction \. but this melancholy in«> 
e makes me more than ever resolved not to 
nder, nor even capitulate, on any other terms 
hose of a bwful English wife. Adieu. 

LETTER III- 

To AURELIA. 

lT mutable things we are ! You will be sur- 
1 to hear I am *grown fond of the country, 
lave acquired a relish for its harmless delights, 
talk to an echo, or listen with great atten- 
to a purling stream. I am in a fair way to 
; garlands, invoke the Muses, and write pas- 
I. Since you heard last from me I have met 
an agreeable adventure, that has given a sort 
mantic turn to my imagination^ 
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As I was taking my constant diirersion of 
on the downs, the evening being exceeding 
aanty I wandered some miles beyond my as 
mits, *till I came in sight of a venerable ] 
building, which could be distinguished f 
church by nothing but the want of a steeple 
ry thing about it had an air of grandeur an 
quity. At some distance from the house 
was a thick wood, with several fine wal 
through it. 

I had a great inclination to ramble in tl 
greeable shades ^ and alighting, ordered m 
man to wait at the place where I left him 
not long before I came to the centre of the 
in which was a large grass plat of a circular 
with a double row of high elm^s growing 
same form round it : in the middle of the 
was a little mount, that, by easy steps of tu 
a winding ascent to the top, where stood an 
of jessamine, woodbine, and roses, twisted t( 
with a sort of elegant disorder ; the gaudy bl 
pleased the sight, while their mingled 8we< 
fumed the ambient air. On the lower bi 
of the circling elms hung several gilt cages, 
variety of singing birds in them, which we 
chanting their evening songs, while a music: 
let, in clear and shrill responses, answered fr 
delicious arbour. 

1 began to think there were indeed such 



• Morat and Entertatntng, 97' 

as enchanted forests, and vocal groves, or that the 
great Spirit of Nature was solacing itself in those 
innocent abodes ; however, female curiosity led mc 
on 'till I came to the charming bov(rer, where I 
found a well -dressed beautiful youth, of about se- 
venteen, sitting with a flagelet in his hand : his 
complexion was a lively brunette that disgraced 
Ae lily and the roses ; his dark hair fell in large 
and graceful curls below his neck ; nothing could 
be more elegant than his shape and features ; nor 
was there any meeting the splendour of his eyes 
without being sensible of every darting glance. 

I made some apology for my intrusion, which 
he answered with an easy natural civility ; nor 
could I perceive that my presence gave him the 
least surprise or confusion. He received me with 
perfect composurcj nor seemed to have any man- 
ner of curiosity to know whence I came, or whi- 
tber I was going \ nor (to my great mortification) 
did he so- much as asl& whedier I was a mortal or 
a goddess. . 

It gave me some uneasiness, I confess, to find 
myself no more an object of surprise to one who, 
perhaps, had never seen any thing so fine in his 
Ue ; for I was in a very rich habit, blazing with 
icailet and goldr You cannot imagine how it 
Immbled my vanity to observe with what indolence 
Hid tranquillity the young Insensible looked at me ; 
tad the more because he did not seem to want wit 

ralumelL G 
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or policeness. I was extremely vexed thaty at 
three-and-twenty, he should treat me with as much 
indifTererfce and respect as if I had been his great- 
grandmother. 

This sedateness gave me a curiosity to pry into 
Ills studies ; for 1 saw two books ly near the place 
where he sat. When I opened them» I found one 
v/:.s, A Disceurse of the Government of the Passiom^ 
the other, A Treatise of the Immortality of the Soul. I 
]iad nothing to say on those grave subjects i but 
rfter soPi.e formal discourse of the fine situation of 
the place, 1 took my leave of it, the young philoso* 
pher attending me to the limits of the wood, where 
1 left my servant, and there we parted, without any 
teeming reluctance on either side. 

But 1 own I had a restless curiosity to know the 
}iistory of this lovely youth, and to whom the house 
bcloi^gcd •, nor was it long before I received sati^ 
hiCtion from a clergyman that was riding the same 
3o; 1 with me. He said, " The mansion was Sir 
•* ilarry Lizzard's, a man of merit, and well ac- 
*' (ivi:;iiited with the world, at wliich he was now 
** unreasonably disgusted, and grown solitary, on 
*' tliC account of tlie death of his eldest son, to 
*^ V, !iOm he had given a very liberal education, and, 
'' villi a generous allowance, sent him into Italy, 
** v.hcrc hiii time was spent in the most dissolute 
** ifii-.iincr j till, bsing unhappily engaged with a 
*' lev d woman, in a fu of jealousy he shot hiiii^;;If 
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*^ through the head. This tragical erent made 
-^ Sir Harry resoke to give his younger son a quite 
** different education. Indeed his character is en- 
^ tireiy the reverse of hb elder brother's ; he is 
<< remarkable for his early piety and great proiici- 
^ ency in all sorts of learning, having a very polite 
^' and ingenious person for his tutor : but Philo- 
'* cks, that b the young gentleman's name, has 
-*< too greatt an allay of gravity for his early years, 
*' and is of so retired a tempter that he is known 
** by the title of The handsomi hermit^ as he is in- 
•* deed very handsome.'' 

Here the clergyman left me overjoyed with this 
intelKgence. As ^oon as I got home I related my 
adventure to Charlotte, who gave me but litthe 
attention ; being, as I told you, in the utmost an« 
xiety at the manner of life to which she was con* 
fined. I am^ 

Dear Au&elia, , 

most sincerely your's, &c. 
Laura. 

LETTER IV. 

To AuRELIA* 

Since you received my last letter I have taken a- 
nother ramble in Sir Harry Lizzard's forest : my 
brother knows nothing of this adventure, and the 
first afternoon that I found him engaged I pcrsuad- 
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cd Charlotte to po with me, who was glad ( 
pretence to fly from her own gallant, thoug 
expressed but little curiosity to see mine. 

At the entrance of the grave we left the sc 
to wait with our horses till wc returned. 1 
first visit I peiteived, by Philodes' discourse 
I when the evening was fair he constantly sp 

in the chiirming bower, where we how foun 
reading Dr Young^s True Estimate of Huma 
with such attention he did not immediately ( 
and seemed surprised at the encounter. 

It diverted me to find his philosophy di8C< 
sed ; I began to flatter myself it was the efl^ 
my charms : the hopes of such a conquest di 
ed me more than all my past victories : it g 
sudden vivacity to my thoughts ; and resolvii 
my wit, to secure the conquest of my eyes, 
gan, with great gaiety, to rally him on his r 
manner of life, and loosing his gayest hour 
joyless solitude. 

By this time the young Stoic had assumi 
natural superiority ; and, instead of replying 
expected, in a gallant and modish btrain, h< 
ed to me of the satisfactions of virtue, the 
quility of the mind in the rectitude of its pas; 
I themes wiiich, from another person, would 

composed me better tlian a dose of lauda 
but here 



Meral and Entertaining* X O I 



-The graye rebuke, 



^ Severe in yonthfiii beaacy, added grace 

^ Imriocibk— -•* 
Like the fallen angel in Milton, 
• u Abafli*d I flood, 

" And felt how awful Goodnefs is, and faw 

«« Virtue how lovely in her native (hape !" 

The glory that darted from his eyes, the agreeable 
accent, the moving eloquence, that flowed from 
those rosy lips, commanded my whole attention ; 
had he preached a sermon I could patiently have 
listened to the blooming orator 

■•* From mom to noon, 

«* From noon to dewy eve, a Sumaatr's day.*' Milton* 

And yet I could not forbear sometimes laughing 
at his gravity, and begging he would put himself 
into holy orders ; but he was not to be rallied out 
of his sobriety, nor could I possibly draw from him 
diat flattery with which till now I had been addres- 
sed ; he seemed rather to have an inclination to 
bumble my vanity. 

Charlotte the whole time sat in a pensi\^e silence, 
while the tears, which she strove to conceal, would 
sometimesdrop from her eyes. Philocles, in every 
pause of conversation, surveyed her with looks that 
expressed great humanity ; but I was in no dispo- 
sition to be jealous of any thing! looked on so in- 
ferior to myself. 

However, my concern to conce.il this afl\ur from 
my brother made me break off tie CQuv^rs^LUQa a 

G3 
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little abruptly, that we might be at home at the 
usual hour. As soon as ever we were got alone, I 
asked Charlotte how she liked the handsome her* 
mit ? — " Oh," said she, with a tender emotion, 
** that I had never seen him ! Till now I was not 
** sensible of the injury this barbarian your bro- 
<^ ther had done me ; he has cut me off from all 
** the lawful joys of life, from the pleasure of » 
** reciprocal affection for a man of worth and vir- 
•* tue : with my innocence I lost a right to that 
** happiness. What ! am I a prostitute ! a kept 
** mistress ! your brother's — ! O infamy ! your 
•« brother's wh— e !" 

" If you had not been that," said I, « Charlotte, 
** you had been a beggar." 

" Oh envied title !" she replied, « O glorious Po- 
•* verty ! thou hast been the choice of saints and 
** heroes ; virtue has made thee her sanctuary, her 
'^ peaceful retreat. I could have fed on wholesome 
** vegetables, quenched my thirst at some crystal 
•* brook, indulged my harmless slumbers on the 
** verdant turf, undisturbed with guilty fears. Par- 
" don me," said she, recollecting herself, " these 
" passionate sallies ; I find myself more than ever 
*' undone, condemned to waste my hours in sullen 
*' obscurity •, in the pride of life, the bloom of soft 
** desires, to languish in solitary despair ! My con- 
** science will not suffer me to gratify an unlaw- 
/"" ful passion ; nor 5>hould any advantage (were any 
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* gUilt a secret) persuade nie to im{)ose on a man 

* of Wotth. I have been true, even to this rake 
^ diaf has utidone me, and frustrated all my hopes ^ 
" of a lawful happiness.'* 

•* That IS, my brother has spoiled your marriage,'* 
latd I : " Bat, deat Charlotte, why should that 
•* thought afflict you, who intend to pass your fu- 
** turc time in penitence and retirement ? Has the 
*• handsome hermit altered your ptbus rfesolutions?" 
" No,** ihc replied ; " he has rather confirmed 
" them. Never had the cause of virtue a more rc- 
^ shtless advocate \ methinks 1 see the beauty that 

* lightened in \\\i face 5 1 hear the charming accent 

* stiil ; I felt the energy of his arguments ; my sou! 
•* gave its full assent to the celestial dictates. 1 

* wbndered you could so often interrupt the grace- 
" ful orator with your ill-timed raillery ; I couldt 
•* have listened to his lecture of morality till the mid- 
** night dews had fallen, 'till all the stars had set." 

" Dear Charlotte" said I, " forgive this interrup- 
•* tion J I find you are in love. My intention is 
•' entirely frustrated of having your picture drawa 
•* as the Fair Penitent, with a lamp and prayer- 
^ book' before you 5 I perceive you design yet to 
** converseamorig sinful mortals. Will you go with 
** me to-morrow to hear another lecture from the 
*' diarming divine ?'* 

** Rather,'* she replied, ** let me retire to the sl- 
" Iciit grave to conceal my infamy* 1 yjoxjI^ xtfiV 

C4 
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•* deceive hira with an air of innocence, while I tm 
** conscious of my own dishonour. 1 know mj^ it 
** self ; this is the crisis of my misery ; nothing can 
** obliterate this secret sense of shame ; I may rc- 
** tire from the public view, as it is my full resolu- 
** tion ; but what is a resolution at sixteen ? Witb- 
•* out peculiar assistance from heaven I shall never 
** conquer the dictates of Love and Nature ; in this 
f ' perplexity I must either marry some worthiest 
^' wretch that knows my infamy, or deceive Mine 
•* man of merit to whom it is a secret.'* 

Here she burst into a flood of tears, entreating 
me to write to an uncle she had to receive her 
into his favour, abd let her live privately in hit 
family. This I promised ; nor despair of prevail- 
ing. My concern for her makes me forget it ii 
time to subscribe myself 

Your bumble servant, 
Laura. 

LETTER V. 

7o the same, 

Charlotte, to her great satisfaction, haa this 
morning left us, and is gone to her uncle, who 
was easily persuaded to receive her, after he was 
assured of the sincerity of her penitence. But I 
found it a harder task to prevail with my brother 
to resign the idoji of his affections \ though he losi 
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tiofhing by her absense but the pleasure of gazing 
on her. 

I am in pain till you know the sequel of my ad- 
venture with Phiioclcs, who, since I writ last, has 
'Several times, by appointment, met me in the de- 
licious bower ; but still, to my great vexation, Jic 
appeared insensible of any tender impression. I 
-could (tiscem nothing in his conversation but a 
pious design to convert me to Christianity, and 
convince me of the folly of the new scheme to 
which my brother had made me a proselyte- 
But the iast time we met I observed a soft con- 
fusion in his looks, 'till after a long pause, (which 
I had no mind to interrupt.) " I am going," said 
he, ^* to set myself in a very ridiculous light to 
one of your character: but I am content to pass 
•* for an enthusiast 'till the event convinces you of 
*^ the truth of what I shall relate* 

** If a -domestic tradition may be credited, there 
•* has no person died out of our family but what 
•* has had a warning of their approaching fate, by 
•^liearing music passing through the house in the 
•* dead silence of the night, which is heard by none 
** but the person concerned : my mother and sister 
•* both foretold their own death from this presage. 
^* I see you smile," continued Philocles •, " but I 
^* have had the same warning, and am supersti- 
** tious enough to credit it. Last night some trifl- 
f ipg disoider kept «ie waking •, my thoughts, 
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« however, were placid and serene; some yftrsA 
** I had heard my sister repeat in her last sickti^ 
" came fresh into my memory : j 

« While Night in solem triumph reigns, ' 

«« Ascend, my soul, the heav*nly plains ;; 

<« Thy flight to those gay regions take ; 

«* Angels and Gods are still awake. 

«* The smiling stars will light thy way 

** To the gladsome realms of day. 

«* While drowsy men, with idle themes, 

" Fantastic joys, and airy dreams, 

** Are entertain'd, do thou converse 

*• With Heav*n, and heav*nly strains rehearse; 

*• Visit the peaceful climes above, 

** And through the fields of pleasure rove; 

«* Forget the scenes of care and strife, 

" And walk among the trees of life. 

*» Taste the rich fiuits of Paradise, 

*< And bathe in flowing streams of bliss : 

« SolacM in those eternal springs, 

** Lose every thought of morul things. 

" Just as I had repeated these verses, I was se«» 
*' renaded by an invisible musician, with the sweet^ 
" est strains that ever delighted mortal ears: the 
•* harmonious echo seemed to pass from room tor 
" room 'till it came -into my chamber ; where, af- 
** ter a short space, it sunk away in a gentle ca*' 
** dence. 

" I knew my obsequies were now sung, and 
** heard that fatal summons without surprise : death' 
" was a theme familiar to my thought?, as I nci« 
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expected or desired to reach the decline of 

9 

tened to this story as to a fairy tale, or a sort 
ing dream : as gravely as he told it I could 
rbear laughing. 

his, Madam," said he, " is what I expect- 
but it will not make me less serious on a 
cct of such importance* You have often 
zd me on a manner of life so unsuitable to 
years ; perhaps it may be more the effect 
jason than inclination. My brother's tragi- 
:nd convinced me of the fatal effectsof love, 
made me resolve never to admit that dis- 
:ing pas8i(m to my breasr: but, whatever 
)sition I have made, my heart has not been 
nstMeof your charms, nor with all my phi- 
phy sufficiently guarded against the allure- 
its of love^ and soft desire : even now, when 
id myself disengaged from every other care, 
ve the utmost solicitude for your happiness ; 
1 distressed to leave you in this state of in- 
lity; for thifi is the last interview we shall 
J, unless I am permitted to make you a vi- 
rom the immortal regions, in order to con- 
ic you that the hopes of Christianity are no 
ibion." 

Vis proposal," said I, " charms me ; there 

lid be no resisting such evidence. I hope you 

prove a ghost of honour, and UQl li)\ Ow^ 
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^ assignation, wKich on my side shall be punctiDl- 
** ly kept, on condition you appear in open day- 
*^ light, and dressed in your celestial finery : with 
<' these circumstances, I may venture to promise 
** you neither to run away nor fall into fits. 
•* The place of your reception (though not perhaps 
•* suitable to your future dignity) shall be a paint- 
^* ed alcove, fronting a walk shaded with limes at 
** the end of my brother's garden.'* 

" The gaiety," replied Philocles, " with wluch 
*^ you treat this subject, persuades n^you have cou- 
** rage enough to be as good as your word ; whicb 
^' is the last and only favour I have to abk. I must 
*^ now bid you farewell, and in the retirement ol 
•* my closet prepare to make my exit with a forti« 
'^ tude becoming those sacred principles to whid) 
«* I have adhered." 

Here, with a tender confusion in his looks^ ht 
abruptly left the place, and gave me leisure to re- 
fleet on the odd conversation that had passed, fiul 
as visionary as some part of it appears, I would 
fain believe the soft confession he made is no fio 
tion, for I find myself excessively in love ; but this 
shall be a secret to the young enthusiast till he has 
got over this splenetic fit, which, as whimsical as 
it appears, gives me a secret uneasiness. He has 
certainly infected me with some religious panics ; 
I have lost my taste for every kind of diversion ; 
comj>any is molesting, and solitude tiresome j self- 
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reffection distracts me ; whether I look forward or 
baskward, the prospect is all confusion. But I 
shall expose myself by owning these weaknesses ta 
one of yoiur character. Adieu j, &e. 

LAURAf 
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To AURELIA* 

Oh, my Aurelia ! I have surprising things to tell 
you ! the lovely Fhilocles is dead ; his presages 
were too certain. About a week after our last 
mterview, I heard the melancholy tidings, that Sir 
Harry Lizzard had lost his only son by a sudden 
deadi. The charming youth was impatient of 
mortality, and is gone to converse with his kindred 
angels. 

You will wonder to hear me treat those subjects 
seriously which I have till now ridiculed ; it is a 
change that I myself can hardly credit. I never 
imagined my inclinations were so tenderly engag- 
ed, nor that any kind of adversity could have made 
such an alteration on my temper. 

After the first emotions of grief were over, I re- 
collected the appointment we had made, but ra- 
ther wished than believed such an interview possi* 
ble ; however, my mind was prepared for CQnvio«j 
tion \ I began ta reason with Cato^, 
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** -— >lf tbere*t a Pow'r tWvc, 

" He mim delight in Tiitpc, 

** And that which he delights in moit be happf • 

I found myself now interested in the ^tru 
Christianity ; the firm belief of a life efer! 
would in this exigence have been my grczta 
solation ; my hopes and fears prevailed by int 
and kept me in the most tormenting suspense 
I waited for the decisive hour : as soon as it 
without any consternation 1 attended at tl 
|>ainted place. 

It was a charming retreat^ whew Art and 
riQUS Nature displayed their various heautk 
evening was 8tiU> the sun, in golden ipflendc 
9cen(ling to the western skie&i glittered throu 
trees 5 every thing looked gay, new life and 
f y appeared on all the vcinal prospect ; the 
put on a fresher green, the flowers displ* 
brighter hue, and diffufed ambrosial fragi 
Nature seemed animated with a conscious } 
gladdened at the reproach of some heavenly I 

An unusual alacrity inspired my thought! 
soothed my soul with a secret delight ; whik 
melodious sound, rising by just degreee, fill< 
region round with transporting harmony. 

In the height of these agreeable agitatlo 
tlie rosy morning breaks from a cloud, the c 
ing Fhilocles stood apparent before me. The 
something in his aspect so serene and bene 
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4ich a 8veetoe8S and aiFability, that banished every 
hought of fear, and filled my breast with divine 
xanquUUty ;inefiable pleasure sparkled in his eyes ; 
fouth in eternal triumph sat on his brow^ and pain- 
ed )ms faqe with a rosy bloom ; his temples were 
irqled Wjith a wreath of celestial roses, which were 
(lingled among his flo.wing hair with a sort of or- 
lamcotal negligence. 

After a abort pause^ he began with a voice that 
irould hay« alUyed the anguish of death, and cliarm* 
:d the wi]dest discord into calm attention ; every 
iccent breathed celestial love and harmony, while 
ae described the bowers of bliss^ the soft recesses 
and Q)?msions of immortal pleasure. 

But it is impossible for me to paint tlie beauti- 
Fol ideas, or imitate the emphasis of his language ; 
die powers ^f Eloquence sat on his tongue, and 
commanded all the motions of my soul, which, at 
diat blissful period, seemed enlarged in its superior 
bculties '9 every word was penetrating and signifi- 
cant, his manner perfectly graceful and transport- 
ing. In his descriptions I saw the glories, I felt 
the joys, of immortality. But, in the midst of my 
attention to the sparkling orator, I could not help 
observing that he often cast his eye on the shadow 
of a dial, which was placed on the top of a little 
marble pedestal, on which, with a becoming ges- 
ture, he leaned with his right hand. I ^ncied his 
time was limited ^ for, at die last glance 1 saw him 
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cast on the dial, he yanished, and with him all nf 
joys 

This momentary ticw of celestial beauty has ol 
scared all earthly glory. Never will the sun di 
close a scene of pleasure to my sight ; the ? atiitit 
which lately amused me have lost their charms 
my thoughts are fixed on superior objects ; a d 
vine and immortal ardour inspires my soul, and dt 
termines all its motions. With the evidence I no' 
have of a future existence my notions jof happinci 
are refined and enlarged, my hopes bright and ur 
limited. 

Adieu, my dear Aurelia ! I am not without hope 
that this rchtion will have the same effect on you 
practice as the heavenly vision has on that of^ 
Madam, 

Your most bumble seiyant, 

Laurj 

AMORET /<? CORISGA. 

From the black regions from the mourr.ful plains. 
Where Horror in eternal triampb reigns : 
From the low caves of Hell, the dens of Night, 
Far from the (ronciers of celestial Light ; 
This from the wretched Amore# receive. 
And at my cost these dreadful truths believe. 

I'hat 'tis no fiction pious men adore. 
But there*^ indeed a just Almighty Pow'r $• 
That human spirits after. death survive^ 
And to imenuioablc a^c« Uv« v 
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That fields of light, and blcss'd etheiial plalnj. 
Are no conceit of yisionary brains -: 
But there are happy howVs and sdades of love. 
With pure exhaustless springs of joy ahove; 
Immortal crowns the virtuoos to reward. 
And glorious triumphs ^or the just prepared. 

Nor questioD the surprising truths I tell, 
While I the secrets of the deep reveal.: 
For 'Hell isno enthusiastic dream, 
No statesman's trick, nor poets fab'loua theme. 

No pious fraud or mercenary He 
Of subtle priests, to g^in the conscience by ; 
*Tis all t90 sadly true which they maintain. 
And far beyond whate*er the poets feign, 
Of streams of liquid fire, and burning laket, 
Infernal gibbets, and eternal racks, 
Oorgons, chimeras, furies, and their spakea ! 
No mortal can a juM conception frame. 
Nor find for half the terrors here, a name« 

Then shun the flow'ry paths that downward tend^ 
To Hell they lead, and in damnation end : 
Fly from the snares of that enchanting sin. 
Whose fiital joysiiaTe my perdition been. 

Like thee, with all the pride of beauty gay. 
In loose delights 1 lately spent the day ; 
Like thee accomplished, and like thee admir'd, 
'Mine eyes the savage and polite inspir*d. 
Whene'er I spcke, my wit new conquests won. 
Thousands come here by my soft airs undone. 
With wild surprise n>y alter'd look« they vieW, 
And with loud curses still my Bight pursue. 
For leain, before too late, licentious Fair, "1 

Each face does here an equal horror wear, C 

And undistinguished youth and age appear : X 
Depriv'd of cv*ry charm, and ct'ry grace. 
We all descend to thie detested place, 

VfflumJL U 
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Illustrious Helen, once the Grecian pride. 

In folding shades her hated form would hide ; 

And conscious Thais fears to be descry *d. ' 

I saw them lately by ^e trembling gleams. 

The pale blue light of inauspicious flames ; 

Ko blushes paint their cheeks, theii wanton eyes 

Ko more with Love's contagious darts surprise. 

Rash Cleopatra mourns her hasty doom. 

And glides a hideous spectre througli the gloom, 

Fam'd Julia through the crowd's no longer known ; 

]Bv'n Ovid's eyes her blasted charms disown. 

Curs*d be the arts that did my soul betray. 

And led my ea«y virtue first astray. 

*Tis past and my repentance comes too late ; 

But thou may*st yet avoid this cruel fate. 

Perfidious beauty ! quit the roads of vice ; 

Its smooth descents to ceruin death entice. 

Like Dives, from the infernal coasts, I send. 
To warn my careless unbelieving friend : 
For thou, while yet a lovely guiltless maid. 
To sin, by my example, was betray'd ; 
And should*st thou to these mournful regions comet 
^Twould vastly aggrasrate my heavy doom. 
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TO 

f 
AN INTIMATE FRIEND OF 

Mas. ROfTE. 

Madam, Nevnngitn, Sep. 29, IT^J* 

IF these pious Msoitations of so 
-*uhlime a Genius ^ should be inscribed to any name, there 
if none but your'* s mutt have stood in the front of them* 
7bat Jong and constant intimacy of friendship with 
Mobicb^you delighted to honour her^ that high esteem and 
veneration you are phased to pay her memory ^ and the 
sacred likeness and sympathy between two kindred soult^ 
absolutely determine where this respect should be paid» 

Besides J Madam^ you well know, that some copies 
out of these papers have been your own several years^ 
ky the g ft of the deceased j and the favour you have 
done me lately^ by your permission to peruse them^ has 
assisted the- correction of these Manuscripts ^ and would 
add another reason to support this inscription of ibem^ if 
your fear of assuming too much honour could hove ad» 
mitted this piece of justice* 

I knoWj Madam, your tenderness and indulgence to 
ncry thing Mrs Rowe has writen^ cannot with hold 
your judgment from suspecting some of her expressions 
lobe a Utile too rapturjus^ and too near a kin to the lan^ 
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gttage oftht mystical writers ; yet your ptety 
dour will take no such offence as to prevent ^ 
improvement by tbem in all that is divine and i 
may your retired hours Jind such happy assists 
elevations hereby^ that you may commence tb 
angels f and of blessed spirits before band* 

And when your valuable life has been long 
emidst all the temporal blessings you enjoy ^ 
Christian virtues you practise y may you ^ at ti 
God^ find a gentle dismission from mortality^ 
cend on high io meet your deceased friend in 
Nor can I suppose that any of the inhabitant 
blissful region will sooner recognise your glorl 
4^ will salute your first appearance there witl 
sender sense of mutual satisfaction. There 
Join with your beloved Philomela, in paying 
worship in exalted and unknown forms to 
and yodr God; and may the harmony of tht 
assisted by your united songs to Jssus, yotsx 
Saviour ! 

I am^ Madam J with great sincerity am 
Your most faithful^ 

and obedient Se\ 
L 



THE 

PREFACE, 

The admirable Author efthefe devotional^ papers has been la 
high efteem among the ingenious and the poUte, dace fo many 
tzcellent fraits of her pen, both in verie and profe, have appear- 
ed in public. She was early honoured under the feigned name 
of Pbilomela, before the world was aUowed to know Mra 
Elizabeth Singer by the name drawn from her family, or that of 
Mrs Rowe, which Ihe acquired by marriager 

Though many of her writings, that were publiihtd in her' 
Kfe-time, difcover a pious and heavenly temptr, and a warm 
leal for religion and virtue, yet (he chofe to conceal the Dno^ 
Hon of ber hearty till fhe was got beyond the cenfure and the ap* 
plaafe of mortals. It was enough, that God, whom (be loved 
with ardent and supreme affs&ion, was witoeB to all her fecret 
•od fotenfe breathings after him^ 

In Febmary lad he wat pleafed to call her out of our world, 
aod take her to hiptiTclf. Some time after iier deceafe thefe 
manufcripts were tranfmitted to me, all incloTed in one iheet of 
paper, and dirc^d to me at Newington by her own hand. In 
the mtdft of them I found her letter,, which intreated me t» re« 
view them, and commit them ta the prefc. This letter I have 
thought oecelEiry to JXtew the world, not fo much to difcover 
iiy right to publish thefe papers, as to let the reader (ee fome* 
thing more of that hoiy and heavenly chara^er, which (he mato« 
lained in an uniform manner both in life and deaths 

It is now almost thirty years ago iince f was honoured witb 
her acquaintance, nor could her great modesty conceal all her 
ihining graces and accomplifhments ; but it is not my pro- 
vince to give a particular account of this excellent woman, who 
has bleffed and adorned out nation and our age. 1 exped, her 
temper, her conduA, and her virtues, will \si fet in a juft and a 
fkafing Iigh( among the memoirs of her life, by fgme near rf» 

H4 
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lations to ^hom the care of her poetical pieces, and her UaaBxt 
letters, is committed, 

Thefe Devout Exercifet are animated with fuch fire as feems to 
fpeak the language of holy pailion, and difcovers them to be the 
didates of her heart ; and thofe who were favoured with her 
chief intimacy will noost readily believe it. This ftyle, I con- 
fefo, is raifed above that of common meditation or foUloqny ; but 
let it be remembered (he was no common Chriftian. As her vir- 
tues were fuhlime, fo her {genius was bright and fparkling ; and 
the vivacity of her inaagiaacion had a tinware of the mufe al« 
moft from childhood. This made it natural to her to expreii 
the inward fentiments of her foul in a more exalted language^ 
and to paint her own ideas in metaphor and rapture, near akin 
to the di^flion of poefy. 

The reader will here find a fpirit dwelling in flefh^ elevated 
into divine tranfporcs, congenial to thoie ef angels and unbodied 
minds. Her intend love to her God kindles at every hint, and 
tranfcends the limits of mortality. I fcarce ever mer with any devo- 
tional writings which gave us an example of a foul, at fpecial iea» 
ions fo far raifed above every thing that isnot immortal and divinCi 

Yet Hie is confcious of her frailties too : (he (bmetimes confet . 
fes her folly and her guilt in the fight of God» in the moft affed* 
jng language of a deep humiliation^ It is with a pathetic fenfibip 
lity of her weaknefs» and in the Urongeft language of fclf difpb- 
cency, (he bewails her offences againfl her Creator and Redeemer; 
&nd in her intervals of darknefs, (he vents her painful complainti 
and mournings for the ablcnce of her higheft and heft Belovedt 

Let it be obferved, that it was much the falhion, even among 
fonie divines of eminence in former years,, to exprefs the fervoon 
4>f devout love to o;ir Saviour, in the style of rJie Song of Solo- 
mon : and I must confefs, that (cveral of my compofures in verfe» 
written in younger life, were led by thoCe examples unwarily ifi- 
to this tra(5k. But if I may be permitted to fpeak the fenle of ma- 
turer age, I can Lardly think this the happieft language, in which 
Chriftians (houM generally difcevcr their warm fentiments of re* 
igion, ikcc the clears %ud qiqIv f^icUualrcv^ladoiu of (he 2icv 
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Dt Yet (tiYL it mail be owned, there are fame fouls fa- 
with fuch beautifyiag vifitt from Heayen, and raptured 
h a flame of di'vine aficAionyas more powerfully engages 
il nature in cheit devotions, ind conftrains them to fpeak 
'eft and mod fpiritual exercifes in fuch pathetic and ten- 
eifions, as may be perYerfely profaned by an unholy con- 
. And the bias and propenfity towards this ilyle is yet 
, where early imprefhons of piety have been made on the 
r devout writings of this kind. 

lid be remembered alfo, there is nothing to be found here 
fes above our ideas ; here are none of thofe abfurd and 
rhensibk phrafes which amufe the ear with (bunding Vu- 
i hold reafon in fovereign contempt : here are no viiio- 
tes of wild extravagance, no affedations of the tumid and 
ng (lyle, which fpreads a glaring confuiion over the un- 
ng ; nothing that leads the reader into the region of thofe 
(hadows and darknefs which abound in the Romiih wri- 
er the pi^etence of refined light and fublime ecftafy. Nor 
irader of this ingenious author to be blemiihed with a- 
reproaches which have been (bmetimes call on fuch fort 
ations. 

w it hath been faid, that this language of rapture addref- 
e Deity, is but a new trad given to the flow of the fof- 
rs, after the difappointment of fome meaner love ; or at 
» owing to the want of a proper objed and opportunity 
)fe tender pafliona : but this cannot be allowed to be the 
; for as Mrs Rowe had been fought early by feveral lo- 
flic fpent feveral years of younger life in the connubial 
h a gentleman of fuch accomplifhments and fuch circuni- 
ihat he was well fiued to be a partner of her joys and 

7 alfo, that this ibft and pafiionate turn of religious me- 
has fometimes been imputed to injuries and ill treatment 
larriage (late, whereby the fame affcdions arc weaned 
uiidefervlng objedl, and poured out in amorous language 
objcd fuprcoic)/ >vof :hy and dlvir.c» Butuoxiwtt\L^ 
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this rq^roach tnf pristence in the prefent cafe t that hs 
had foals fo near a-kin ta each other, that they perfeTcr 
common amity, and mutual (atisfadton,lb long as provi 
▼oured him with life* It it fufficiently erident, then, tha 
meditations there is no fecret panting after a mortal k>\ 
Ungazgt of devotion and piety. 

Nor yet can it be objcAed,thatit was anydifplacency 
▼Ishnefs toward other things round about her, that taug 
exprefs herfelf with fuch contempt of the things of mort 
all the gay and tempting fcenes of the prefont date f fi 
no means four and morofe, and out of humour with t 
nor with her acquaintance that dwelt ia it r ihe often ( 
freely with the gay and the greats and was in high eftee 
perfons of rank and honour. But honour and rank am* 
tals, with all the fcenes of gaiety and greatnefs, were li 
picable, and forgotten things, while, iD> her devout mom 
eye and her heart were fixed on God, the fuprem« otig. 
excellence and all honour. 

In common life (he was affiible and friendly with per 
iFcry rank and degree ; and in her later years, as (he di 
cr to heaven, if ihe avoided any thing, it was grandeui 
blic appearances on earth. But Ihe never so conceale< 
ftraded herfelf from the fodety of any of her fellow-^re 
to dcfpifc the meaneft of her fpedes. She ever was 
compalEonate to the diftrefled, and largely liberal tathe 
Nor did (he neglcift the daily duties of human life, und 
imagination, that (he moved in a higher fphere, and wai 
cally exalted above them. 

In (hort, there is nothing in thefe papers that can Ji 
port any fuch fort of cenfures, though men of corrupt m 
cover the Bible itfelf with (binder and ridicule. Lee all 
ders (land aloof,: nor touch thefe fecred leaves, led the 
them. 

Though there is not one complete copy of vcrfcs an 
riicfc tranfports of her foul, yet (he ever carried with he 
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ber flight from a Gne or two of verfe, which her memory had im- 
prefied upon her heart : fometimes from the midft of her religi- 
ons elevations (he lights down upon a few lines of fome raodeni 
poet, even Herbert as well as Milton, Stc. though it is but feldom 
(he cites their names. At other times the verfes feem to be the 
effufion of her own rapturous thoughts in fudden melody and 
metre ; or at leaft 1 know sot whence the lines are copied ; but 
file mod fretinently does me the honour to make ufe of fome of 
my writings in verfe in thefe holy meditations of her heart. Blef- 
fed be that God, who has £0 far favoured any thing my pen could 
produce, as to affift fo fublime a devotion. 

From the dif&rent appearance of the paper and ink in fome of 
thefe pieceS) as well as from the early tranfciipts of feveralof 
them among her friends, it is evident they were written In her 
younger days ; others are of a much later original, though there 
is but one that bears a date, and that is April 30th 1735. They 
feem to have been penned at fpecial feafonb and occafions through- 
Out the courfe of her life. A few of them bear the corrections 
«* additions of her own pen, which difcovers itfclf by a little 
difference of the hand- writing. 

Thoogh she was never tempted away from our common 
CbrKlianity intathe fafbionable apoftacies of the age : yet I am 
well informed from many hands, that in her later years Ihe en- 
tered with more zeal and affcdion into fome of the peculiar 
doArincs of the gofpel : and it is evident that fome of thefe de<» 
Totional pieces have a more evangelic turn than others, and pro- 
bably moft of thofe were compofcd or correded in th'i latter 
part of life. The oppofition which has of late been made to 
feme of thefe truths, gave occalion to her further fearch into 
them, and her zeal for them. However, 1 have placed thefe pa- 
pers all as I found them, pinned up in a wrapping paper, though 
it is evident, from plain circumriances, this is not the order in 
which they were written, nor is that of any great importance. 

Though thefe writings give us the afpirations of a devout foul, 
in her holy retirements, when flie had no defign to prefent the 
public wiUi them \ yet they did not warn a great dQal o£ ad^uiU 
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ment or corredioa, in order to fee rhe light. The nombenand 
the titles are added by the pubhfher^ as well as the breaks and 
paufcs, which give a ioit of reft to the reader's mind, and make 
the review more eafy Here and there a too ventrous flif^t is a 
little moderated ; fometimcs a meditation or a fentcnce is coou 
plcted, which feemed very imperfect, or a ihort line or two in- 
fertcd, to introduce the fenfe, where the language feemed too 
abrupt, or the meaning too obfcure. Her foul had a large fet o£ 
ideas, in prefent view, which made every expreifion (he ufed eafy 
and perfpicuous to herfelf,when (he wrote only for her own ufe : 
though fometimes her entire feofe might not be quite fo obvious 
to every reader, without a little introduAion into her track of 
fentiments. Upon the whole, 1 muft acknowledge I was very 
unwilling that this excellent work (hould lofe any degrees of e* 
legance or brightnefs by pai&ng through my hands. 

When the manufcript came fir ft under my revi(al, I read it 
ever with the eye of a critic and a friend^ that I might publi(h 
it with honour to the hand that wrote it, and with religious en> 
tertainment and advantage to the world ; nor was thia employ- 
ment deftitute of its proper fatisfa&ion. But never did I feel the 
true pleafure of chefe meditations, till I had finifiied this labour 
of the beadf and began to read them over again as Demma Eaen^ 
c'.fcs of the Heart i then I endeavoured to enter more entirely iiu 
to the fpirit of the pious author, and attempted to afliune ber 
language as my own. But how much fuperior was the latis(ac- 
tion which 1 received from this review, efpecially whertfoever I 
had reafon to hope, I could pronounce her words with (inceritf 
of foul f How happily did this ratie and entertain alL my pleaf- 
ing puirioni), and gave me another fort of delight than Um dry 
critical pi-rufdi of them, in order to judge concerning their pro- 
priety } But I confcfs alfo, it was an abafing and mortifying 
thouj^ht, when I found how often I was conftraincd to drop the 
fublime cxprcflion from my lips, or forbid my tongue to ufe it, 
becaufc my own attainments funk fo far beneath thofe facred ele- 
vat.ods of fpirit, and fell fo far (hort of ihofc tfanfccndcnt degrcea 
fudixiuii oiTcdiou and ^e&i 
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- txt me perfuade all that perufe this book, to make the fame 
ciperiment that 1 have done : and when they have Ihut out the 
^orld, and are leading in their retirements, let them try how 
&r they can fpeak this language, and aflume thefe fentiments as 
their own : and by afpiring to folbw them, may they find the 
lame fiuisfadton and delight, or at lead learn the profitable lef- 
ibns of lelf-abafement and holy Ihame : and may a noble and 
glorious ambition excite in their breafts a facred zeal to emulate 
(6 illuftrioui an example. Whatfoever ardours of divine love 
have been kindled, in a foul united to flefli and blood, may alfo 
be kindled by the fame influences of grace in other (pints, la« 
bouriog luder the fame dogs and impediments. 

But perfaapi, it will be neceflary here to give a caution to fome 
Inmible Chriftians, that they would not make thefe higher eleva- 
tions of piety and koly joy the teft and ftandard by which to 
Judge of the fincerity of their ovim religion. Ten thoufand faints 
are arrived fafe at paradife, who have not been favoured like St 
Paul, with a rapture into the third heaven, nor could ever arife 
to the affeAionate tranfports, and devout joys of Mrs Rowe; yet 
I hope all (erions readers may find fomethiag here, which, through 
the aids of the blefled Spirit, may raife them above their ufual 
pttdi, may give a new fpring to their religious pleafures, and 
their immortal hopes, and thereby rendet their lives more holy 
and heavenly. 

That the publication of this little book may be favoured with 
the divine bleffing for this happy end, is the fincere defire and 
it^eil of the pUbliflier, as it was the real motive of the ingeni- 
•os and pious writer, to commit them by my hand to the public 
view* Tikis fufficiently difcovers itfclf in the following letter : 



TO 

THE REVEREND DR WATTS, 
At Newingtom 



7HE opiniom I have had ofyour^ity tmdjut^ 
the reason of my giving ymijhe trouble of looking over these /Oj 
ffrder to puhUsh them ; which I desire you to do as soon at you i 
veniently : only you have f nil liberty to suppresi nuhat you think 

J think there can be no vanity in this design^ for I am eensii 
thoughts as these nvill not he for the taste of the modish par 
Vfwldg and before they appear^ 2 shidl ho entirely diunterosti 
tenture or applause of mortals* 

The refections xvere occasionally tvritten, and only fir my c 
provement ; but I am not tvitbout hopes that they may have t 
effect on some pious minds ^ as the reading the experiences ofothi 
had on my o%un soul. The experimental part of religion has gem 
greater irfuence than its theory ; and if tvhen I am tleepist^ 
dusty these soliloquies should kindle a fame of divine love in the 
the lowest and moA despised Christian, he the glory givom $a i 
Spring of all grace and benignity, 

J have now done ivith mortal things ^ andaU to com* is vast i 
^Eternity /-"Hoiu transporting is the sousid I As long ax. 
ists, my being and happiness is secure* These unbpufldfddesfr^ 
the wide creation cannot limit ^ shall be satisfed for ever, 
drink at the fountain head of pleasure, and be refreshed with ; 
nations of original life and joy. 1 shall hear the voice ofuncrea 
mony, speaking peace and ineffable consolation to my soul* 

I expect eternal life, net as a reward of merit, but a pmr 
bounty. Detesting myself in every view J can take, I fytui 
tiQU4n€U ami atwmttit of my great RsfUmcr fir pardon andss. 



/ 
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my only tmitlaikm and hope. Enter not into jmdgment, O 
, »with thj senrant ; for in tfaj sight shall no flesh be justi- 

rough tbeUoodo/tbe Lmmkf Ibofe/or an en'irt victory over the 
temy t andihat befofi this comet to you^ J *ball have reacbed tbo 
at beigbts ; and vobUe you are reading tbete lines, J sball be a- 
' before tbe tbrone of God, %vbere/aitb sball be turned into vision, 
>ese languisbing deoiru 4aHsfitd with tbe full fruition of immortal 

BUZ. JtOWJL. 



EXERCISES OF THE HEA.RT 



MEDITATION^ SOLILO^yTy 
FRArER, PRAISE, 

t^c, fife, &c,' 



.. ..^ O Thou, my all! 

My theme, my inspiration ! and my crown ! 

My strength in age ! my rise in low estate ! 

My soul*s ambition, pleasure, wealth,....Mmy world ! 

My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 

My boast thro' time ! bliss in eternity ! 

Eternity too short to speak thy praise! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! You no; 



L Supreme Love to GoiL 

VV HY, O my God, must this mortal structure 
ut 80 great a separation between my soul and thee ^ 
am surrounded with thy essence, yet I cannot 
!rccivc thee ; I follow thee, and trace thy foot- 
eps in heaven and earth, yet I cannot overtake 
ee ; thou art before me, and I cannot reach thee,, 
id behind me, and I perceive thee not^ 

thou, whom unseen, I love, by what power- 

1 influence dost' thou attract my soul ? The eye 
s not seen, nor the ear heard, nor has it entered 
to the heart of man to conceive what thou art } 
Volumf U I 
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a!id yet I lave thee beyond all that my eye has gccfii 
or iny car heard, beyond all that my heart can com- 
prehend. Thou d\%^Ilcst in the heights of glory, to 
which no human thought can soar, and yet thott 1 
art more near and intimate to my soul than any of 
the objects of sense. These ears have never heard 
thy voice, and yet I am better acquainted with theCf 
and can rely on thee with more confidence than on 
the dearest friend 1 have on earth* 

My heart cleaves to thee, O Lord, as its only re« 
fuge, and finds in thee a secret and constant spring 
of consolation. I speak to thee with the utmost 
confidence, and think thy being my greatest happi- 
ness. The reflection on thy existence and great- 
ness recreates my spirits, and fills my heart wiih a- 
lacrlty ; my soul overflows with pleasure ; I rejoice, 
I triumph in thy independent blessedness and ab- 
solute dominion. Reign, O my God, for ever, glo* 
lious and uncontroulcd. 

I, a worm of the earth, would join my assent 
with the infinite orders above, with all thy flaming 
ministers, who rejoice in thy kingdom and glory. 

Tho* not with them, thy happier race, allo'W^d 
To view the bright unvcird divinity ; 
( By no audacious glance from mortal eyef, 
Tho«e mythic glories are to be profanM,) 
But ytf 1 1 ftcl the same in-mioi tai flame. 
And love thee, tho* unseen. 

1 love thee.— Thu? far I can speak, but alltbe 
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est is unntteraUe $ and 'I must leave the pleasing 
aie untold, till I can talk in the language of im« 
DOftality ': and then I will begin the transporting 
toiy, which shall never come to an end, but be 
tSl «ad 9tin beginning : for thy beauties^ O thou 
airest of ten thousand, will still be new, and shall 
dn41e fn^sfa ar4ottT in my soul to ail eternity. The 
ttcied flame shall rise, nor find any limits till thy 
perfections find a period. 

I love thee, and O thou that knowest all things^ 
R^d the diaracters that Ioyc has drawn on my 
heart : what eKceiience but thine in heaven and 
cath, could raise sudi aspirationc of soul, such 6U« 
bGaie and fervent affections as those I feel i what 
could fix my spirit but boundlei s perfection ? what 
is there else for wliose sake I could despise all cre« 
Hed glory i why am I not at rest here among sen- 
lible enjoyments i whence arise these importunate 
longings, these infinite desires i why does not the 
complete creation satisfy, or at least delude me 
with a dream of happiness ? why do not the ob- 
jtcts of serae awake a more ardent sentiment than 
things distant and invisible ? why should I, who 
'^ say to corruption, Thou art my father,'' aspire 
ft&er an union with the immense Divinity I 

You angeU of God, that behold his face, explaia 
te me the sacred mystery ; tell me how this hea« 
tcnly flame began, unriddle ^ts wondrous genera- 
tion : who h^th animated this mortal frame with 
la 
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celestial fire, and given a clod of earth this diTifl 
ambition ? what could kindle it but the breath o 
God, which kindled up my soul ? and to thee, it 
amiable original, it ascends, it breaks through al 
created perfection^, and keeps on its restless coum 
to the first pattern of beauty. 

Ye flowery varieties of the earth, and you sparfc 
ling glories of the skies, your blandishments aM 
vain, while I pursue an excellence that casts a re< 
proach on all your glory. I would fain close m] 
eyes on all the various and lovely appearances yo« 
present, and would open them on a brighter scene. 
I have desires which nothing visible can gratify ; IC 
which no material things are suitable. O wher 
shall I find objects more entirely agreeable to mj 
intellectual faculties ? my soul springs forward k 
pursuit of a distmt good^ whom I follow by somt 
faint ray of light, which only glimmers by short in- 
tervals before me. Oh when will it disperse tiM 
clouds, and break out in full splendour on my soul i 
But what will the open vision of thy beauties a£ 
feet, if, while thou art but faintly imagined, I lovc 
thee with such a sacred fervour ? to what blessed 
heights shall my admiration rise, when I shall be>i 
hold thee in full perfection ; when I shall see thc€ 
as thou art, exalted in majesty and complete it 
beauty ? how shall I triumph then in thy glorys 
and in the privihges of my own being ? what in- 
.eSdbk thoughts will rise to find myself united to 
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ill- sufficient Divinity, by ties which the sons of 
have no names to express, by an engagement 
the revolutions of eternal years shall not dis- 
: ?. the league of nature sTiall be broken, and 
laws of the mingled elements be cancelled ; 
my " relation to the almighty God shall stand 
i and uncliangeable as his own existence : 
for life, nor death, nor angels, nor principali- 
es, nor powers, nor things present, nor things 
> come, shall ever separate me from his love.'* 
'riumph, O my soul, and rejmce ; look forward 
md the period of all terrestrial things: look 
>nd ten thousand ages of celestial blessedness, 
forward still, and take an immeasurable pro- 
t ; press on, and leave unnumbered ages be- 
, ages of Ineflable peace and pleasure ; plunge 
nee into the ocean of bliss, and call eternity it- 
thy own. 

here are no limits to the prospect of my joy ; 
ms parallel with the duration of the infinite Di- 
ty i my bliss is without bounds ; O, when shall 
full possession of it commence ? 

1 1 . ^be Truth and Goodness of God, 

Engrav*d as in eternal brass, 

The mighty promise shines ; 
^or can the pow'rs of darkness raze 

Xhc&e everlasting lines. 

I3 
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The ucttd word of grace i» ttiwiK^ 
As thu which haik th« ikie»; 

The Toice which rolU the tun ikmfa 
Speakf all* the pixMniten 

Ami they all are built on- the immutable trut&ai 
goodness of thy nature ; thou dost not speak atra 
dom like vain man ; but whatever thou hasteng; 
cd to perform^ is the result of eternal comasd a 
desigrv. Thou hast uttered nothing that thou a 
£ee occasion to alter on a second review; diou ca: 
promise nothing to thy own damagCr nof bealo 
by the utmost liberality. Thou art every way qu: 
fied to make good thy engagements, by the fulii] 
of thy riches and power. 

Nor hast thou any necessity to flatter thy a 
tures, or to say kinder things to them than tl: 
meanest to fulfil. Miserable man can bring 
advantage to thee, nor has he any thing to cki 
from thee. By what benefit has he prevented the 
by what right can he demand the least of thy 
vours ? 1 hy engagements are all free and uno 
jtraincd, founded on thy own beneficence, andi 
on the merits of thy creature. While I consi 
this, my expectations rise, I set no limits to 
liopes : I look up with confidence, and call t 
•* my Fatlier \" and with a humble faith, I cIj 
every advantngc that tender name imports, 
heart confides in thee with stedfastne$s and ala 
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ty; frtr anJ distmst are Incwwittcnt with rty 
thougbts of the beneficence of thf natirre. 

Every lifamc and attribtrtc by which dicm hast re* 
vcalcd thyself to man, confirms my faith. Th^ 
Sfd, thy being is engaged: I may as v^ell questioa 
Ay etistenee, as thy faithfaines^ ; as sure as theu 
aipt, thou art just a(nd true. The protfitaticms of thd 
Ihost faithful frtend I hare, cannot give me half 
ibt consohtioAi that thy promises give me. I heai^ 
Taifi man with diffidence, I bid my son! beware of 
trusting false tAortaiity ; but 1 heaf thy voice uitH 
Jdy and full assurance. 

Thy words are not writ in sand, nor scattered by 
the flfeetirig winds j b6t shall stand in fof ce wheit 
lieaven and earth shall be tio niore. Eternal ages 
shall ntot dimmish their efficacy, nor alter what tht 
fhouth of the Lord hath spoken. I believe, I be* 
Kcve with the most perfect asseht : I know that 
*« thou art, and that thou art a rewarded of them' 
^ that diligently seek thee •," I feel the evidence, 
for thou hast not left thyself without witness in 
my heart. 

tit. Longing after thi tnjo^ent tf God. 

Sf T God, to thee my sighs ascend ; every com- 
plaint I m^ke, ends with thy name : 1 pause, I 
dwell on the sound, I speak it over again, and find 
that all my cares begin and end in thee* I long 
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to behold the supreme beaut j, I pant for the 
original of all that b lovely, for beauty that u 
unknown^ and for intellectual pleasures yet 
tasted. 

My heart aspireSf my wishes Hj beyond 
bounds of creation, and despise all that mort 
can present me with. I was formed for cek 
joys, and find myself capable of the enterta'inni 
of angels. Why may 1 not begin my hearen 
low, and taste at least of the springs of plea 
that flow from thy right hand for ever/ 

Should I drink my fill, those fountains are stil 
haustlcss ; millions of happy souls quench the! 
finite desires there : millions of happy ordei 
beings gaze on thy beauty, and are made part: 
of thy blessedness *, but thou art still undiminis 
No liberality can waste the store of thy perfect 
it has flowed from eternity, and runs for ever f 
and why must I pciish for want ? 

My thirsty «oul pines for the waters of life j 
wlio will refresh me with the pleasurable drau 
how long bh^ll I wander in this desert land, w 
every prpspcct is waste and barren ! I look n 
me in vain, and sigh still unsatisfied : Oh ! 
will lead me to the still waters, and make mc 
pose in green pastures, where tlie weary are 
ever at rest ? how tedious are the hcurs of c:( 
tation ? 
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ne. Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is sicki 
Vhile thou dost ever, ever stay ; 
f long deferring wounds me to the quicky 
Ay spirit gaspeth night and day : 

O shew thyself to me. 

Or take me up to thee, 

Dispatch thy commissions ; give me my work 
I activity to perform it, and let me as a hireling 
il my day. Lord, it is enough : " What am 
better than my fathers ?" They are dead, and 
n mortal. 

'm but a stranger and a pilgrim here 
n these wild regions ; wand'ring and forlorn ; 
testless and sighing for my native home, 
Longing to reach my weary space of life, 
Vnd to fulfil my task, Oh ! haste the hour 
)f joy and sweet repose. Transporting hope ! 

liord, here am I waiting for thy commands, at- 
di^g thy pleasure ; O speak and incline mine 
to hear.; give me my work, let me finish it, 
1 gain my dismission from this body of sin and 
th ; this hated clog of error and guilt, of cor- 
Jtion and vanity. Oh ! let me drop this load, 
I bid these scenes of guilt a final adieu. 
* I have waited for thy salvation, O Lord j" 
icn wilt thou let me into thy holy habitation ? 
w long shall I pine at this distance from thee? 
at can I speak to shew thee my pain, to utter 
' anguish, when I fear the loss of my God ? 
I ! speak an assuring word, and confirm my hoge* 
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Traniiporting moment ! when wilt thoo appetr. 
To crown my hopet, and banish tU my (cur I 

Ap^in, O my Father, iifd my tttftni Fri 
breathe out my requests to thee in this lam 
tiji^ue and folly : what is this life but a sot 
some round, a circle of repeated vanifies ? 
ness has been never seen inf it since sin an 
entered : all is empty appearance, or vain 
or pamful vexation. 

8uffic*d with life, my linguid ipiriu fiiint* 
And fain would be at rett. Oh ! let m* Micf 
Thoie lacred (>eatt, and, after all the tMl 
Of life, begin an eirerlaittng Sabbath; 

Yet again, O Lord, I ask leave to tell i 
have waited for thy salvation, and hourly la 
cd after the habitations of my God. M] 
grows sick, and I almost expire under th 
lays : what have I here to keep me from 
what to relieve the tedious hours of absc 
have pronounced all below fhc sun, van' 
Vexation •, all insipid and burdensome, 
health and plenty, friends and reputation, t 
my only joy, my highest wish, and my s 
delight. On thee my soul fixes all her 
there I rest in a celestial calm I Oh I let it 
troken with earthly objects ; let me live un 
ed with the cares or delights of sense. 

Oh ! let me flee 
Vtom all th^ w^ld, and-Uv^ aloni to thet^ 
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IV. God my supreme^ my only hope* 

Why di> I 2iAten thee, my Gcrf, with no mot^ 
confidence ? wfey da I indtilgo these romttn^ of 
unbelief, and harbour these returns of infi^lity 
and distrust ? Cafi I survey the earth, can I gaze 
on the structure of the heavens, and ask if thou 
art able to driivcr ? can I call in questioiA thy a* 
bility to succour, me^ when I consider the general 
and particular instances of thy goodness and power ^ 
One 2^ to another, in long succession, hath con* 
veyed the records of thy glory •, " In all genera* 
" tion&thou hast been our dwelling-place 5 my fa- 
" then trusted in thee, and were delivered." They 
hate encouraged me, my own experience hae en- 
courafi^d me to trust in thee for ever. 

The sun may fail to rise, and men in vain expect 
ito li^t : but thy truth, thy faithfulness cannot fail ; 
the course of nature may be reversed, and all be 
chaos again; but #ou art immutable, and canst 
not, by any change, deceive the hopes of them that 
trust in thee. I adore thy power, and subscribe to 
thy goodness and fidelity, and what further objec« 
tion would my unbelief raise ? Is any thing too 
hard for God to accomplish ? can the united force 
of earth and hell resist his will ? 

Great God /bow wide thy glories shine ? 
. How broad tby kingdom, how divine ? 
Kature and auraclci and fate and cbascc are tbioc* j-zn^ 
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Therefore I apply myself immediately to thee, 
and renounce all the error and all the confidence 
that may arise from heaven or earth besides. 

Not from the dust my joys or sorrows spring : 

Let all the baleful planets shed 

Their mingled curves round n)Sf head; 

Their mingled curses I despise, 
Let but the great, th* eternal King, 
Look through the clouds, and bless me with bis eyes. 

Let him bless me, and I shall be blessed ; blc8» 
sed without reserve or limitation : blessed in my 
going out and coming in ; in my sitting down and 
rising up j blessed in time, and Wcssed to all eter- 
nity. That blessing from thy lips will influence 
the whole creation, and attend me wherever I am ; 
it shall go before me as a leading light, and follow 
me as my protecting angel. When I ly down, it 
M'ill cover me •, I shall rest beneath the shadow of 
the most High, and dwell safely in the secrets of 
his tabernacle- 

Thy kingdom ruleth over all, O Lord, and thou 
" dost according to thy will in the armies of hea- 
" ven, and among the inhabitants of the earth :" I 
* confess and acknowledge thy providence. The 
ways of man arc not at his own disposal, but all his 
goings arc ordered by thee ; all events are in thy 
hands, and tliou only canst succeed or disappoint 
his hopes. If thou blow on his designs, they arc 

: ever blai>ted -, if thou bless them^ neither earth 
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nor JicU can hinder their success ; therefore I ap- 
ply myself immediately to thee j for not all creat* 
cd power can assist me without thee. 

Heoce front my heart, ye idoh, flee 
. ' Ye sooDding names of vanity ! 

No more my tongue shall sacrifice 'I 

To chance and nature, tales and lies ; L 

Cteatores without a God can yield me no supplies, \ 

Not all the power of men on earth, nor angel 
nor saint in heajiren, can help or relieve me in the 
feast exigence, if my God hide himself, and stand 
afar off from me. Second causes are all at thy 
direction, and cannot aid me till commissioned by 
thee. 

Lord, ^cn my thoughtful soul surveys 
Fire, air, and earth, and stars, and seas, 

I call them- all my slaves : 
Commissioned by my Father's will. 
Poisons shall cure, or balm shall kill ; . 
Vernal suns, or. zephyrs breath 
May bum or blast the plants to death 

That sharp December savos. 
What can winds or planets boast. 

But a precarious power ? 
The sun is all in darkness lost, . 
Prost thall be fire, and fire be frost,. 

When he appoints the hour. 

At thy command nature and necessity are no^ 
more 5 all things are alike easy to God ; spealc 
but thou the word, and my desires are granted; 
say, " Let there be light," and there shall be Ught» 
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Thou canst look me in peace, vben dietnoiuitor 
thoughts raise a storm within. Bid my soul kc 
stilly and all its tempests shall obey thee. 

I depend only on thee i do thou smile, ind all 
the world may frown ; do thou succeed my ofl&irs, 
and I shall fear no obstacle that earth or hell can 
put in my way. Thou only art the object of my 
fcar^ and all my desires are directed to thee. 

Human things have lost their being and their 
names, and vanish into nothing before thee \ they 
sre but shades and disguises to veil the active divi* 
nlty. Oh ! let me break through all these sepani^ 
tions, and see and confess the great, the governing 
Cause. Let no appearance of created thing$, how- 
ever specious, hide thee from my view ; let me 
look through all to thee, nor csst a glance of love 
or hope below thee. With a holy contempt, let 
me survey the ample round of thy creation, as ly- 
ing in the hollow of thy hand, and every being in 
heaven and on earth as unmoveable by the most 
potent cause in nature, till commissioned by thee 
to do me good or hurt. Oh ! let thy hand be with 
me to keep me from evil, and let me abide under 
the shadow of the Almighty ; I shall be secure in 
thy provision. To thee 1 fly for shelter from all 
the ills of mortality. 

V. Goti a present helpy and ever near. 

Ilhcjj wast found of me^ O my Godj when I sought 
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A^ not : wi mlt thou ^y fl^e wben I sfek thee I 
Am I giving my breath to the wicui^ y^nd sp^tterujg 
my petitions in the ^ir ? U it a rain ^hing to call 
upon God ? and i$ there no profit in crying to the 
Almighty ? *^ Art thoa a God af^^r off, and not 
** nejir at hand ?" Is there any place exempt from 
thy preaence ? any distance whence piy cries can- 
not re^ch thee ? can any darkness hide me from 
thy eyes ? or is there a corner of the creation un- 
visited by thee ; dost thou not fill heaven and 
^rth i apd mi I not surrounded by thy immen^ 
«ty? 

Are my desires unknown tp thee ? or is there a 
thoMght in my heart concealed from thee ? do^t not 
thoitt that hast formed the ear^ hear ? canst thou 
£orgef the work of thy own hands ? or, retired faf 
iq the heavens, full of things own happiness, canst 
thou leave thy creation to misery and disorder^ 
helpless and hopeless i are the ways of man at his 
own disposal, and his paths undirected by thee ? 
is calling on tlie lii^irig God no more than worship- 
ping a dumb idol? catist thou, like them, disappoint 
and mock thy adorers ? 

Art thou unacquainted with the extent of thy 
own power, thai thou shouldst promise, bey pnd thy 
ability to perform ? or art thou *' as a man that thou 
•* shouldbt lie, or the son of man that shouldbt re- 
•* pent ?'' Is thy faithfulnesr. uncertain, and thy 
power precarious ? Are those perfections imagi- 
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nary for which men adore thee, and thy gracioafl 
names insignificant titles? Do the " children oi 
*^ men** in vain ** put their trust under the shadon 
•* of thy wings ?" Art not thou ** a present hclj 
" in the time of trouble ?" and is there no securi- 
ty in the secret places of the Most High ? Whi 
ther then shall I look in my distress ? to when 
shall I direct my prayer ? from whom shall I ex 
pect relief, if there is no help in God for me ? 

But, oh ! what unrighteousness have my father 
ever found in thee ? what injustice can I charg 
thee with ? what breach of truth or want of pity 
Have the records of thy actions ever been stainc( 
with the breach of faithfulness ? Art thou no 
my only hope, and my long experienced support 
Have I ever found help from the creatures whei 
thou hast failed me ? Have I, or can I have ; 
greater certainty than thy word to depend on 
Can any other power defend or deliver like thee 
Thou art " a rock, and thy work is perfect ; fo 
** all thy ways are jud-Tment ; a God of truth, anc 
** without iniquity, just and right art thou." Witl 
»iy last breath I will witness to thy truth and faith 
fulness, and declare thy goodness to the childrci 
of men. 
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^ an ali sufficient good^ and my only happiness^ 

s my heart so far from thcc, 
God, my chief delight ? 
re my thoughts no more by day, 
\ thee no more by night ? 

looldst my foolish passions rove i 
re can such sweetness be 
ve tasted in thy love, 
have found in thee ? 

; can I hope to meet such joys as thy smiles 
en me ? where can I find pleasure so sin- 

unallayed? When I have enjoyed the 
hy countenance, and the sense of thy love, 
all my soul been filled ? have I found any 

emptiness ? has there been any room left 
e, or any prospect beyond, besides the more 
injoyment of my God ? Have not all the 
f the world been darkened, and turned in- 
less and deformity ? how poor, how con- 
e have they appeared ? or rather have they 
is appeared and vanished like dreams and 

in the noon of day, and under the blaze 
:ams ? 
: pever found satisfaction in any thing but 

why then do I wander from him ? why 
'e the fountain of living waters for broken 
? why do 1 abandon the full ocean in search 
w streams ? what account can I give for 
: this ? I can promise myself nothing from 
e II. K 
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the creature ; those expectations shall dece 
no more. It is thou, my God, thou art t 
object of my hopes and desires : it is tho 
that canst make me happy. 

If thou frown, my being is a curse ; thy 
nation is hell with all its terrors. Let me 
feel that, and I defy all things else to make 
serable. 1 seem independent on all nature ; 
only I apply myself ; hear me, thou benefice 
thor of my being, thou support of my life ; 
I direct my wishes, those desires which th< 
approve, while I ask but the happiness I w 
ated to enjoy. Oh ! fix all my expectat 
thee, and free me from this levity and incon 

Look gently down. Almighty grace, 

Prison me round in thy embrace ; 

Pity the heart that would be thine. 

And let thy power my love confine. 

Suffer me never to start from thee ; sue! 
finement were sweeter than liberty : " Tl 
•^ is easy, and thy burden light.'* I shall b 
chain that binds me to thee. Oh ! give m 
a view of thy beauty, as shall fix my volatil 
for ever ; such a view as shall determine all 
tions, and be a constant conviction, how un; 
able it is to wander from thee. 

Is it that I relish anything beyond th] 
Oh ! No. I appeal even to^ thee who ca 
be deceived, and knowest the inmost sec 
ijny soul ; thou kso^est where the balance 
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illsi and that my wanderings are not delibc- 
that it is not by choice that I forsake thee. 
e, 1 sigh for my folly ; shouldst thou for- 
iC) I can ncTcr forgive myself, for I know it 
cuseable. 

int nothing when I am possessed of thee ; 
It thee I want all thmgs Thou art the cen- 
all my passions ; I have no hope but what 
e, no joy but what flows from thee ; my 
it fears are tliose of losing thee; my inmost 
to secure thy favour. This is the subject 
deepest anxiety ; every sigh I breathe endt 
name, and that loved name alone allays e- 
iguish of my soul, and calms its wildest tem« 

m thy frownd or favour all my joys or sor- 
iprihg i thy frowns can make me infinitely 
ible, thy favour can make me infinitely bles- 
. can defy hell, and smile in the face of deaths 
I can call thee mine. My God ! still let me 
the sound, and part with all things, rather 
enounce my property in thee ; let me hold 
ny last breath, and claim it with my expiring 

ure of thee, nothing can terrify my soul ; all 
ceful and serene within, eternal love and im- 
il pleasure ; I desire no more ; imagination 
here, and all my wishes are lost in eternal 
r.-— ^Ny God; more cannot b€ asked^ and 
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v^ith less I should be infinitely miserabl 
kingdoms of the skies should not buy m^ 
tjice, and thy love : the blessedness of all • 
is complete here j for God himself is b 
himself for ever. 

What can I add, for all my words arc faint. 
Celestial love no eloquence can paint ? 
• No more can be in mortal sounds cxprcwM, 
But vast eternity shall tell the rest. 

VII. A Covenant with God. 

Incomprehensible Being, who ** scan 
*^ heart, and triest the reins of the children 
thou knowest my sincerity, and my thoi 
all unveiled to thee \ I am surrounded v 
immensity *, thou art a present, tho' invii 
ness of the solemn affair I am now engag 
am now '' taking hold of thy strength, tl 
** make peace with thee," and entering inl 
with the Almighty God. These are tl 
days long since predicted, when " one 5 
•' I am the Lord's, and another shall ca! 
•* by the name of Israel, and another shall 
** with his hand to the Lord -, and I will 
•* God, and they shall be my sons and my d 
« saith the Lord JEHOVAH." 

With the most thankful sincerity I tal 
this covenant as it is more fully manifesto 
plained in the gospel by Jesus Christ \ a 
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Uy accq)ting thy proposals, I bind myself to thee 
Jby a sacred and everlasting obligation. By a free 
and deliberate action, I do hereby ratify the articles 
-which were made for me in my baptism, into the 
name of the .Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit ;* 
I. religiously devote myself to thy service, and en- 
tirely submit to thy conduct. I renounce the glo- 
ries and vanities of the world, and chUse thee as 
ray happiness, my supreme felicity, and everlasting 
portion. I make no article with thee for any thing 
besides ; deny or give me what thou wilt, I will 
never repine, while my principal treasure is secure. . 
This is deliberate, my free and sincere determina- 
ition ; a determination which, by thy grace, I will 
[never retract. 

i Oh ! thou, by whose power alone I shall . be a- 
Ue to stand, ** Put thy fear in my heart, that I 
" may never depart from thee :" let not the world, 
vkh all its flatteries nor death, nor hell, with all 
Acir terrors, force me to violate this sacred vow. 
|0h ! let me never live to abandon thee nor draw 
^Ae impious bfeath that would deny thee. 

And now let surrounding angels witness for me, 
diat I solemnly devote all the powers and faculties 
of my soul to thy service 5 and when I presump- 
taously employ any of the advantages thou hast giv- 
en me to thy dishonour, let them testify against me, 
aod let my own words condemn me. 

Elizabeth Rowe. 

K3 
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Thu8 hare I subscribed to thy gracious propot 
and engaged myself to be the Lord's ; and non 
the malice of men, and the rage of dcrilsy coml 
against me. I can defy ail their stratagems ; 
God himself is become my friend, Jesus my 
«uflicient Saviour, and the Spirit of God, I tr 
mill be my sanctifier and my comforter. 

O happy day ! transporting moment ! the bri] 
est period of my life ! heaven with all its li] 
smiles on thee ; what glorious mortal can now 
cite my envy ? what scene to tempt my ambii 
could the whole creation display ? let glory call 
with her exalted voice ; let pleasure with a so 
eloquence allure me ; the world in all its splend 
appears but a trifle^ while the infinite God is 
portion* He is mine by as sure a title as etei 
veracity can confer ; the right is unquestiona 
the conveyance unalterable The mountains si 
be removed, and the hills be dissolved, before 
everlasting obligation shall be cancelled. 

VIII. A TTjanh- offt ring fur saving grace. 

•' Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is wi 
•* in me, bless his holy name : bless the Lord, s 
" forget not all his benefits, who redeemeth 
*' life from destruction, and crowneth thee v 
•* loving kindness, and tender mercy ;*' v 
brought thee out of the mire and clay^ and 
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■ thy foot upon a rock •, who broke thy fetters, and 
heed thee from the miserable bondage of sin, I 
lay, a wretched slave, pleased with my chains, and 
Ibnd of my captivity, fatally deluded and undone, 
till love, almighty love, rescued me. Blest effect 
of unmerited grace ? I shall stand for ever an il- 
lustrious instance of bouudless mercy : to that I 
must entirely ascribe my salvation, and through 
all the ages of eternity I will rehearse the wonders 
of redeeming love, and tell to listening angeU what 
it has done' for my soul. 

1*U ting the esdless miracles of love ; 
For ever that mj lohy theme shall prove. 

My glorious Creator, why did I employ thy 
dioughts before I had a being ? why from all e-* 
temity was an immortality de&igned me, and my 
birth allotted me in a land illuminated with the rays 
of sacred light ? I might have been invoking the 
powers of hell with detesable ceremonies, instead 
of adoring the omnipotent God. But when thou- 
sands are lost in these delusions, why am I thus 
graciously distinguished ? Inste.ul of being bcm 
among the shameful vices of impious parents, and 
an heir to their curses, why am I intitled to the 
blessing of religious ancestors ! Why, when 1 was 
incapable of choice, was I devoted to the Go.l tiiat 
•' keeps covenant and mercy to a thousand gene- 
" rations of them that fear him;'' 
K4 
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Why, wlicn I hncw tliec not, didst thou sustain 
mc ? 15nt oh I why, wlicn 1 knew thcc, and rebel- 
led a^aiii^t thcc, why didn thou so long suffer my 
inj^rutitudc ? Why did thy watchful providence 
perpetually surround mc, crossio)^ all the methods 
I took to undo myself i Why was I not cursed with 
my own wi .hcs, and left to the quiet possession of 
those vanities I delighted in -, those toys which I 
foolishly preferred to all the treasures of thy love ? 
Why didst thou pursue mc with the offers of thy 
favour, when I fled thee with such aversioui and 
had fled thee for cver^ if thou hadst not compel- 
led mc to return. 

Why did thy Spirit strive so long with an obsti- 
nate licart, which resisted all its motions, and turn- 
ed thy patience and long-suflPering into provocation 
and guilt ? Why am I not undone by those pleas- 
ing snares in which I have seen so many deluded 
v/retcheii perish ? Like them I despised the un- 
Etarchable riches of thy grace •, wich them I had 
been content to share the sorry portion and plea- 
r \ircs of this \/orld, if thou hadst let mc alone, and 
] should never have inquired after thee •, but why 
v/a<it thou found of one that sought thee not ? O 
why, but " because thou wilt be merciful to whom 
" thou wilt be merciful ?" 

Therefore, again with astonishment and delight, 
I look back on the methods of thy grace ; and a- 
j^iin I consider myself lost in an abyss of sin and 
miitry } wiicn there was uo c^c Vo ^\<\ me, no 
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hand but thine to assist me, thou madest it then 
the time of love. Never was grace more free and 
surprising than thine is > never was thcjre a more 
obstinate heart than mine ; and never such uncon- 
querable love as thine. How glorious has it tri- 
umphed over my rebellious faculties ? how freely 
has it cancelled all my guilt ? 

• Could 1 have made the least pretence to merit, 
or have challenged any thing from thee> the benefit 
had been less exalted i had there been any founda- 
tion for human pride, my corrupt heart would soon 
have taken the advantage, and have robbed thee of 
thy honour, by ascribing the glorious work to the 
strength of my own reason, or a natural tendency 
to virtue ; but here my virtue is for ever silenced. 
I am lost in the boundless abyss. O height ! O 
depth ! O length and breadth immeasurable ! How 
unsearchable are thy ways, almighty Love, and thy 
paths past finding out ! 

Let me here begin my eternal song, and ascribe 
salvation and honour, dominion and majesty, to him 
that sits on the throne, and to the Lamb for c- 
vcr, who has loved me, and ransomed me with his 
blood '5 ransomed me from a voluntary bondage, 
from the most vile and hopeless captivity ; a cap- 
tivity from which nothing but that invaluable pur- 
chase could have redeemed me. 

•* Infinite love ! almighty grace } 

« Stand In amaze, ye rolling skies !*' ^ . : ' 
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Brirv LitluT your celestial harps, yc beneficent 
Lvin;; , who, amidst the height of your happineiSi 
c xprchs a kind regard for man : teach me the lan- 
guage of paradise, the strains of immortality. Bat 
ih ! it is all too feeble ; the tongue& of seraphims 
cMnnot utter wh.^.t 1 owe my Redeemer. Fnjm 
what misery, my adorable Saviour, hast thou res- 
cued me r From error, from sin, from snares and 
death, from infernal chains, eternal horror, and the 
blavlncss of darkness for ever. 

Nor here my glorious Benefactor staid; butsdil 
w ent on to magnify the riches of his grace* and en- 
t:il;:d me to an endless inheritance, and an immor* 
t.il cro^n ; to the fruition of God, and the unut- 
terable joys that How from his presence. 

^lysierious depth of boundless loTC 

My adiniratioD rai?c ; 
O God, thy name exalted stands 

Above my higheat praise. 

IX. Evidence of nncert love to God, 

If T love thee not, my blessed God, I know not 
what I love : If I am uncertain of this, I am un- 
cert..in of my existence: If I love thee not, what 
j< tlie meaning of these pathetic expressions, MY 
(;()l), MY ALL! Thou spring of my life, and 
fountain of n.y happiness ! my g'-eat reward, and 
my exceeding joy ! the eternal object of my love, 
and supreme felicity of my nature ! Does not my 
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lieart attend my lips in all this language ? How 
can this be, if my soul does not love thee ? 

O ray God, if 1 love thee not, what is the mean- 
ing of this constant uneasiness at thy absence ? 
From whence proceeds this painful anxiety of mind 
about thy love, and all these intense, these rest- 
less de&ires after thee ? Why are all the satisfac- 
tions of life insipid without thee ? Without my 
God what are riches, and honours, and pleasures 
to me ! I should esteem the possession of the world 
but a trifle, or rather my rternal dimarc, if it must 
be purchased with the loss of ny ( v^Hir. Thy 
benignity is better than life, and v\^. moment in 
which 1 ctjjoy a sense of thy lov* are tl»e only hap- 
py intervals of my life. It is then I live j it is 
then I am truly blessed : it is then 1 100k down 
with contempt on the little amusements of the 
world, and pity them that want a taste for these 
exalted pleasures. 

How calm, how peaceful in those seasons are all 
the regions of my soul ! I have enough, I ask no 
more. Can they languish for the stream, who 
drink at the overflowing fountain ? I have all the 
world, and more, I have heaven itself in thee : in 
thee I am completely and securely blessed, and can 
defy the malice of earth and hell to sh:ikc the foun- 
dation of my happiness, while thou dost wlii .per 
% love to my soul O bie:sed stability of heart ! 
^ sublime satigfuction ! hast thou not told me that 



/ 
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2l:ou art mine by an inviol.iblc engagement, when 
i^.iy soul uovotcd itself sincerely to thee ? Does not 
tliy \' ord assure me, thit " the mountains shall 
** dcp ;rt, and the hills be removed } but thy kind- 
" ness shall not depart, nor the covenant of thy 
^' peace b; broken ?*' 

Hast not thou terminated my wishes, O Lordf 
ill thyself, and fixed my wandering desires ? Is it 
for riches or honour, for length of days, or plea- 
sure, that I follow thee with daily importuni- 
ties ? thou knowest these are not the subject of my 
restless petitions. Do I ever balance these toys 
with thy favour ? Oh no : one smile of thine ob- 
scures all their glory. When thou dost bless my 
retired devotions with thy presence, I can wink all 
created beauty into blackness. When I meet thee , 
in my solitary contemplations, with what contempt- 
do 1 look back on the lessening world ? 

How dazzling is thy beauty ! how divine ! 
How dim the lustre of the world to thine ! 

How dull are its entertainments to the pleasure 
of conversing with thte ? Oh stay ! in those hap- 
py moments, cries my satisfied soul : 

Stay, my IBtlovcd, with me here ; 
Stay till the morning ttar appear; 
Scay till the du^ky shadows fly, 
Before the day's illustrious eye. 

Oil ! Stay till the gloomy night of life is past, and 
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eternity dawn on my soul. There is nothing in 
this barren place to entertain me when thou art 
gone : I can relish nothing below after these ce- 
lestial banquets. 

If I love thee not, what is the meaning of this 
impatience to be with thee r " My soul longeth, 
" yea fainteth, for the courts of the Lord ; when 
** shall I come and appear before thee ? Oh ! that 
" I had the wings of a dove, for tlicn would i fly 
" away and be at rest." 

X. Assurance offahction in Christ Jesus. 

I HAVE put ray treasure, my immortal part, into 
thy hands, oh ! my dear Redeemer, and " shall 
** the prey he taken from the mighty ?" Shall a 
soul consecrated to thee fall a sacrifice to hell ? 

Blessed God, am 1 not thine ? and shall the tem- 
ple of thy Spirit be profaned, and the lips that have 
so often ascribed dominion, and the glory,, and ma- 
jesty to thee, be defiled with infernal blasphemy, 
and the execrations of the damned ? Shall the sparks 
of divine love be extinguished, and immortal enmi- 
ty succeed ? And shall I, who was once blessed with 
thy favour, become the object of thy wrath and in- 
dignation ? Shall all the mighty things thou hast 
done for my soul be forgotten ? Shall all my vows, 
and thy own sacred engagements, be cancelled ? It 
is all inpossibki for *• tliou ail uol u^ icvaxv^ ^-^x. 
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<< thou shouldest He ; nor as the son of mati| 
•* thou shouldst repent '* 

Thou art engaged by thy own treMcndflous n 
for my security : my God, and my father's < 
from generation to generation thou Hast been 
dwelling place. I was devoted to thee in hap 
i>y the solemn vows of my religious parents : 
infant hands were early lifted up to thee, and 1 1 
learned to know and acknowledge the God of 
fathers. 1 have actually subscribed with my 1; 
to the Lord, and am thine by the nost volun 
and deliberate obligations. The portion of Jj 
is my joyful choice ; nor need 1 fear losing it m 
thy word is established as the heavens. 

The Lord, who made heaven, earth, and ica, 

And all that they contain, 
Will naver quit his stedfast truth, 
Nor make his promise vain. 

Were my dependence on myself, I were undo 
the first temptation would shake my resolution 
should sell the inestimable riches of thy !ovc f 
trifle, and fool away immortal pleasures for the 
of a moment; a specious delusion would seduce 
from all my hopes of a glorious futurity, i « 
fall a victim to my own folly, and must inevit 
perish, if thou forsake me ; but the Strength c 
sracl is my hope, the mighty One of Jacob hiy 
fence. 

Thou art the Rock of ages ^ the fixed and 
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mbtablc Divinity is my high tower and my refuge, 
my Redeemer and almightv Saviour. These were 
the blessecfi the glorious titles, by which thou didsc 
at first assure my doubtful soul : these were the 
transporting names I knew and called thee by ; and 
thou hast answered them through all the change-^ 
of my life. 

I was thy early care ; thou didst support my help- 
less infancy, and art the watchful guide of my un- 
steady youth. Which way soever I turn, I meet 
thy mercy, and trace thy providence ; and as long 
as I live 1 will record thy benefits, and depend on 
thy truth ; those benefits which have constantly 
pursued me, and that truth which has never deceiv- 
ceived me, and is engaged never to abandon me* 
Transport'mg assurance ! what further security can 
I ask ? what security can I wi&h beyond eternal ve- 
racity ? " The mountains shall depart, and the 
" hills be removed *, but thy kindness shall not de- 
" part, nor the covenant of thy peace be broken -^ 
that covenant which has been scaled by the bipod 
of the Son of God *, and in that holy sacrament I 
have received the pledges of thy love. Thou didst 
graciously invite me into that communion, and 
meet me there with the most unmerited favour. 
Fear not, sayst thou, poor trembling soul, for I 
i am thy Redeemer and thy mighty Saviour, the hop« 
of Uraei \ and^ ifi my name^ shall all the nations of 
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the earth be blessed : " I am gracious and 
" ful, long-rufTerin^, and abundant in goi 
*' and truth :" these are the titles by which 
rcvenled myself to men 5 I came the cxpectec 
siah, the Star of Jiicob, and the glory of the 
tiles. I came from the fulness of ineffable 
in the form of man, to redeem the race of 2 
I am willing and able to save, and ** who 
** comes to mc, 1 wi»l in no wibC cast away." 
not, I had kind designs towards thee from c 
ty J and by these visible signs of my bod 
blood, I seal my love to my soul ; take he 
pledges of heaven, the assurances of evcrl 
happiness. 

It is enough, replied my transported sou 
vide the world as thou wilt, let others un< 
share in its glory ; thy love is all I crave, 
blcsi^ed with that assurance, I am surroundec 
the joys of paradise ; every place is a heaven^ 
my Beloved is mine, and I am his. 

If*all the monarchs, whose command fupreme 
Divide; the wide dominion of this ball, 
Should offer each his boasted diadem, 
I would not quit thy favour for them all : 
These trifles with contempt I would resign ; 
The world's a toy, while I can call thee mine 

Let God and angels witness for me, that 
nounce the world, and chuse thy love as m] 
tion J witness that I sacrifice my dailing s 
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tBee, and fropi this moment solemnly devote my- 
self to thy service. 

Thus did I engage myself to be the Lord's, and 
thus didst thoa graciously condescend to seal the 
privileges of the new covenant to my soul. And 
O let the solemn transaction never be forgotten ; 
\tit it be writ in the volumes of eternity ; let it be 
engraven in the books of unalterable destiny- ; there 
liet the sacred articles stand recorded, and be hai 
in evierlabting remembrance. 

XI. Tbou art my God. 
D GoD^ thou art my God ; thou art thy own bles- 
acdness, the centre of thy own desires, and the 
lioundless spring of thy own happiness. Thou art 
immutable, and infinitely perfect, and therein con- 
lists thy blessedness and glory : but that thou art 
my God, it is from thence flows all my consola- 
don ; this glorious privilege is my dignity and boast, 
•* Thou art my God, and I will praise thee ; my^ 
** father's God, and I will exalt thee \ the Lord li- 
•* veth, and blessed be my rock, and let the God 
" of my salvation be exalted. Thy benignity is 
" better than^ life, therefore my lips s^hall praise 
•* thee." 

I have all things in possessing thee ; I find no 
Want, no emptiness within ; ray wishes ar^ answer- 
td,and all my desires appeased, Ayhen I believe my 
firte to tliy favour secured. Whatever tempests a*^ 

folumc IL L' 
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rise, wliatever darkness surrounds me, yet thou art 
my God, I cry, and the storms are appeased, and 
the darkness vanishes. I find my expectations from 
the world disappointed, my friends false, and hu- 
man dependence vain ; but still thou art my God, 
my unfailing confidence, my rock, my everlasting 
inheritance. Death and hell level their darts a- 
gainst me ; but with a heavenly tranquillity I cry, 
*' Thou art my God ; I dwell on high ; my place 
y of defence is the munition of rocks/' 

My hiding- plac;, my refuge, towV, 

And shield, art thou, O Lord : 
I firmly anchor all my hopes 

On thy userriog word. 

While thou art mine, what can I fear ? Can Om- 
nipotence be vanquish'd ? Can almighty strength 
be opposed ? When it can, then, and not till then, 
shall I want security ; then, and not till then, 
shall my confidence be shaken, and my hopes conr 
founded. 

Thou art my God : let me again repeat the glo* 
rtous accents, and hear the pleasurable sounds* Let 
me a thousand and a thousand times repeat it ; it 
is rapture all, and harmony ; tlic harps of angeb 
and their tongues, what note more melodious could 
they sing or play ; What but these transporting 
words give the emphasis to all their joys ? On this 
they dwell •, it is their eternal theme, Thou art my ^ 
God Like me every seraph boasts the glorioui 
property, and o\ve^\v\^\v?i^^m^^Hi^^Q those icopor- 
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tant words : in them unbouncled joys are compre- 
bended, paradise itself, all heaven, is here describ- 
ed ; all that is possible to be uttered of celestial 
blessedness is here contained. 

My God, my, all-sufficient good. 

My portion, and my choice : 
In thee my vast desires are fiil'd. 

And aU my po^ *ts tejoice* ' 

My God, my triumph, and my glory, let others 
boast of what they will, and pride themselves in 
human securities ; let them place their confidence 
in their wealth, their honour, ^nd their numerous 
friends ; I renounce all eaithly dependence, and 
glory only in my God. 

From him alone my joys shall rise. 

And run eternal rounds. 
Beyond the limits of the skies,. 

And all created bounds. 

When death shall remove all other supports, and 
force me to quit my title to the dearest names be- 
low, in my God I shall have an unchangeable pro- 
priety : That engagement shall remain firm when 
1 shall lose my hold of all other enjoyments ; when 
all human things vanish with an everlasting flight, 
I shall bid them a joyful adieu, and breathe out my 
soul with this triumphant exclamation. Thou art 
my God, my inheritance, my eternal possession ; 
nor death, nor hell, shall ever separate me from thy 
love. 
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Tiiou art my God. Let mc survey the cxtc 
my blessedness •, let me take a prospect of my 
possession ; let me consider its dimensions 
height ! O depth ! O length and breadth im 
surable ! I have all that i& worth possessing ; 
art my God. 

But what have I uttered ? Is mortality pei 
tea to speak these daring words ? Can the rai 
man make such glorious pretensions ? Thou 
self canst give no more ; thou that art thy 
happiness, and the spring of joy to all thy < 
tures 5 with thee are the fountains of pleasure 
in thy presence is fulness of joy y immortal iif( 
happiness flow from thee ; and they are nee 
rily blessed who are surrounded with thy fav 
thou arc their God, and thou art my God, to • 
lasting ages. 

Earth flics with all the charms it has in store. 
Its snares and gay temptations are no more. 
Creatures no more of entity can boast, 
The streams, the hills, and towVing groves are lost.. 
The sun, the stars, and the fair fields of light 
Withdraw, and now are vani&li'd from my sight. 
And God is all in all 

XI I. Confc'Ss:on of sin ^ with hope of pur don. 

Break, break, insensible heart ! Let confusioi 
ver me, and darknes, black as my own guilt, 
round me. Lord, what a monster am 1 bcco: 
How hateful to iw^sclf for offending thee ? 1 
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ittuch more detestable to thee, to thee against whom 
1 have offended ? Why have I provoked the God 
on whom my being evety moment depends ? The 
God, who out of nothing advanced me to a reason- 
able and immortal nature, and put Aie in a*capaci- 
:y of being happy for ever ? The God whose good- 
less has run parallel with my life ; who has pre- 
icrved me in a thousand dangers, and kept me e- 
ren from the ruin I courted, and even while I re- 
fined at the providence that saved me. 

How often has he recovered me from eternal mi- 
jcry, and brought me back from the very borders 
of hell, when there was but a dying groan, but one 
faint sigh between me and everlasting perdition 
When all human help failed, and my mournful 
friends were taking- their last farewells ; when e- 
rety smiling hope forsook me, and the horrors of 
ieath burrounded me, to God I cried from the 
lepths of 'misery and despair ; I cried, ar.d he wi^s 
intreated, and rescued my life from destruction ; 
le ** brought me out of the miry clay, and set iT>y 
* feet upon a rock." A thousand instances of thy 
;oodness could I recount, and all to my own con- 
usion. 

Could I consider thee as my enemy, I might for- 
give myself; but when I consider thee as my best' 
friend, my tender Father, the sustainer of my lift", 
and the autlior of my happiness, good God ! what 
a monstrous thing do 1 appear, v/ho have sinned a- 

' 1^ 3 
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gainfst thee ? Could I charge thee with scyeri 
call thy laws rigorous and unjust, I had sonr 
cuse ; but I am silenced there by the convicti 
my own reason, which assents to all thy prcce 
just and holy. But to heighten my guilt, I hav 
lated the sacred rules I approve ; I have pro^ 
the justice I fear, and offended the purity I a 

Yet still there are higher aggravations of m 
quity ; and what gives me the utmost confusi 
that I have sinned against unbounded love and ; 
ness ; horrid ingratitude ! Here lies the em] 
of my folly and misery ; the sense of this ton 
xne, can I not say, as much as the dread of 
or the fears of 'losing heaven ? Thy love an( 
der compassion, the late pleasing subjects c 
thoughts, are, on this account, become my t 
The titles of an enemy and a judge scarce { 
more painful to my ears, than those of a frien 
benefactor, which so shamefully enhance my j 
those sacred names confound and terrify my 
because they furnish my conscience with the 
exquisite reproaches; the thoughts of such ; 
ness abused, and such clemency affronted, se 
me almost as insupportable, as those of thy ' 
and severity. 

O whither shall T turn ? I dare not loo 
ward ; the sun and stars upbraid me there. 
look downward, the fields and fountains take 



OF TitE HEART. • 167 

Creators part, and heaven and earth conspire to 
aggravate my sins ; those common blessings tell 
me, how much I am indebted to thy bounty ; bat. 
Lord, when I recall thy particular favours^ I am 
utterly confounded ; what numerous instances 
could I recount ? Nor has my rebellion yet shut 
up the founuin of thy grace, for yet I breathe, 
jind yet I live, and live to implore a pardon : heaven 
is still open, and the throne of God accessible. 
But oh ! with what confidence can I approach it ? 
What motives can I urge, but such as carry my 
own condemnation in them ? 

Shall I urge thy former pity and indulgence ? 
This were to plead against myself j and yet thy 
clemency, that clemency which I have abused, is 
the best argument I can bring ; thy grace and cle- 
mency, as revealed in jesus, the Son of thy love, 
the blessed Tcconciler of God and man. 

O whither has my folly reduced me ? With 
what words shall I chuse to address thee ? " Par- 
•* don my iniquity, O Lord, for it is great :*' Sur- 
prising argument ! yet this will magnify thy good- 
ness, and yield me an eternal theme to praise thee : 
it will add an emphasis to all my grateful songs, 
and tunc my harp to everlasting hurmouy. The 
ransomed of the Lord shall join with me, while 
this glorious instance of thy grace excites their won- 
der, and my unbounded gratitude ; thus shall thy 
glory be exalted. 

L4 
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O Lord God, permit a poor worthless creature 
to plead a little with thee : What honour will my 
destruction bring thee ? What profit, what tri- 
umph to the Almighty will my perdition be ? Mer- 
cy is thy brightjcst attribute : this gives thee all thy 
loveliness, and completes thy beauty. By names 
of kindness and indulgence thou hast chosen to 
reveal thyself to men ; by titles of the most tender 
import thou hast made thyself known to my soul ; 
titles which thou dost not yet disdain, but are still 
compassionate, and ready to pardon, 

But that thou hast, or wilt forgive me, O mj 
Go.i, aggravates my guilt. And wilt thou indeed 
forgive me ? Wilt thou remit the gloomy score, 
and restore the privilege I have forfeited ? Won- 
drous Ipve ! astonishing benignity ! let me never 
Jive to repeat my ingratitude ; let me never live t« 
break my penitent vows ; let me die 'ere that un- 
happy moment arrive. 

XIII. T'he absence of God on earth* 

What is hell ? what is damnation, but an ezcltt- 
sion from thy presence ? It is the want of that 
which gives the regions of darkness all their horror^ 
What is heaven? what are the satisfactions of 
angels, but the views of rhy glory ? What but thy 
smiles and complacence aie the springs of their im- 
mort.il transports ? 

Without the lijjht of thy countenance, whatpri- 
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Tilegc .18 my being ? What const thou thyself give 
me to countervail the infinite loss ? Cbuld the 
riches, the empty glories, and insipid pleasures of 
the world recompence me for it ? Ah ! no. Not 
all the variety of the creation could satisfy me, 
while I am deprived of thee ; let the ambitious, the 
licentious, and covetous, share these trifles among 
themselves ; they are no amusements for my de« 
jected thoughts. 

There was a time (but, ah I that happy time is 
passed, those blissful minutes gone) when with a 
modest assurance 1 could call thee " my Father, 
•**,my Almighty Friend, my defence, my hope, and 
•* my exceeding great reward." But those glori- 
ous advantages are lost 5 these ravishing prospects 
withdrawn, and to my trembling soul thou dost no 
more appear but as a consuming fire, an inacces* 
siblc Majesty,' my severe judge, and my omnipo- 
tent adversary ; and who shall deliver me out of 
thy hands ? Where shall 1 find a shelter from thy 
wrath ? What shades can cover me from thy all- 
seeing eye ^ 

One glance from thee, one piercing ray, 
Would kindle darkness into d»y; 
The veil of night is no disguise, 
No^recn from thy all- searching eyes; 
Through midnight sTiadas tliou findst thy way, 
As in the blazing noon of day. 

^* But will the Lord cast off for ever ? Will he be 
f favour<;ble no moxe ? lias God indeed for^ottea 
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" to be gracious ?" Will he shut out my prayer 
for ever, and must I never behold my Maker ? must 
I never meet those smiles that fill the heavenly 
inhabitants with unutterable joys ? Those smiles 
which enlighten the celestial region, and make e- 
verlasting day above ? In vain then have these 
wretched eyes beheld the light, in vain am I endued 
with reasonable faculties and immortal principles : 
aks ! what will they prove but everlasting curses, 
if I must never see the face of God ? 

Is it a dream ? or do I hear 
The voice that so delights my ear ? 
I.o, he o*er hills his steps extends. 
And bounding from the cliffs descends : 
Now like a roc outstrips the wind, 
And leaves the panting hart behind. 

** I have waited for thee as they that wait for the 
*' morning," and thy returns are more welcome 
than the springing day-light after the horrors of a 
melancholy night ; more welcome thaa ease to the 
sick, than water to the thirsty, or rest to the wea- 
ry traveller. How undone was I without thee I 
In vain, while thou wert absent, the world hath 
tried to entertain me *, all it could offer was like 
jests to dying men, or like recreation to the damn- 
ed : on thy favour alone my tranquillity depends: 
deprived of that, I should sigh for happiness in 
tlie midst of a paradise : " thy loving- kindness is 
** better than life -" and if a taste of thy love be 
thus transporting, what ecstacies shall I know when 
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I drink my fill of the streams of bliss that flow from 
thy right hand for ever ? But when • 

When shall this happy day of vision be .' "1 

When thall I make a near approach to thee i L 

Be lost in love and wrapt in ecstasy I V 

Oh ! when shall 1 behold thee all serene. 
Without this envious cloudy veil between * 
• ris tmc ; the sacred elements • impart "1 

Thy virtual presence to my faithful heart, C 

. But to my sense still unievealM thou art. V 

This, though a great, is an imperfeA bliss. 
To see a sadow for the God 1 wish : 
My soul a more exalted pitch would fly. 
And view thee in the heights of majesty. 

XIV, Banishment /rom God for ever. 

*' Depart from me, ye cursed :" Oh ! let me 
never hear thy voice pronounce those dreadful 
words. With what terrors would that sentence 
pierce my heart, while it thunders in my ears ? Oh ! 
lather speak me into my primitive nothing, ^nd 
with one potent word finish my existence. To be 
separated from thee, and cursed with immortality, 
who can sustain the intolerable doom ? 

O dreadful state of black despair, 

To see my God remove. 
And fix my doleful station where 

I must not taste his love, 

HOT- view the light of thy countenance for ever •, 
jmatterable wo ! there is no hell beyond it. Se- 
l JU^ LortTi su^j^en 
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paration from God is the depth of misery : black- 
ness of darkness, and eternal night, must necessari- 
ly involve a soul excluded from thy presence. What 
life, what joy, what hope is to found where thou 
art not ! 1 want words to paint my thoughts of 
that dismal state. Oh ! let me never be reserved 
for the dreadful experience, rather let loose thy 
wrath, and in a moment reduce me into nothing. 

" Depart from thee ! Oh ! whither should I go 
from thee ? •* Into utter darkness ?" That makes 
no addition at all to the wretch's misery that is 
banished from thy face. After that fearful doomi 
I should without constraint seek out shades as dark 
as hell, being most agreeable to my own despair, 
and in the horrors of eternal night bewail the in- 
finite loss. 

The remembrance of that lost happmess would 
render celestial day insufferable. The light of pa- 
radise could not chear me without thy favour : the 
songs of angels would but heighten my anguishi 
and torment me with a scene of bliss which I must 
never taste. The sight of thy favourites, and the 
glories of thy court, would but excite my envyi 
and fill me with madness, while I considered my- 
self the obje£l of thine eternal indignation : -nor 
could all the harmony of heaven allay the Iwrror 
of that reflection. 

The groans of the damned, and the darkness of 
die infernal caveius^ would better suit my grieft 
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There to the cries of tormented ghosts, and to the 
sound of eternal tempests, I might join my wild 
complaints, and. lament the loss of infinite bliss, 
and curse my own folly : but all the plagues be- 
low, if I might speak my present thoughts, should 
not extort a blasphemous, re fleet ion on the divine 
attributes.; for 1 know 1 deserve eternal misery, 
and. even in hell 1 think I should confess thy jus- 
tice. Thy. long- experienced clemency, I am sure^ 
ought to silence my reproaches for ever, and to all 
eternity leave thee unblemished with the imputa- 
tion of cruelty* 

But oh ! what agonies would the remembrance 
of thy former favour excite ! What exquisite re- 
morse would it give me to recal those happy mo- 
ments, when thou didst bless my retired devotions 
with thy presence ? After 1 have relished those 
divine entertainments, how bitter would the dregs 
of thy wrath be ? Whither would thy frowns sink 
me, after I have enjoyed the light of thy counte- 
nance ! 

If I must lose thy favour, oh ! let me forget what 
that word imports, and blot for ever from my re- 
membrance the joys that a sense of thy love has ex- 
cited ; let no traces of those sacred transports be 
left on my soul. 

But must I depart from thee into everlasting fire ? 
Double and dreadful curse !. And yet unquencha- 
ble flames^ and infernal cliains; (if I can judge ia. 
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this life of such awful futurities,) would be less 
terrible than the sense of those lost joys. That loss 
would endure no reflection -, the review would be 
for ever insufferable ; the ages of eternity could 
not diminish the exquisite regret ', still it would 
excite new and unutterable anguish, and rack me' 
with infinite despair. 

Blessed God, pity the soul whose extremest hor* 
ror is the doom of an eternal departure from thee. 
Draw my spirit into the holiest and the nearest 
union with thyself that is possible, while it dwells 
in this flesh ; and let me here commence that de- 
lightful residence and converse with God, which 
nor death, nor judgment shall ever destroy, noc 
shall a JQj^g gternity ever put a period to it. 

XV. the glory of God in his works of creation^ //ifl- 
vidence^ and redemption » 

My being immediately flows from thee, and should 
1 not praise my omnipotent Maker ? I received 
the last breath I drew from thee, thou dost sus- 
tain my life this very moment, and the next d^ 
pends entirely on thy pleasure. It is the dignity 
of my nature to know, and my happine«is to praise 
and adore my great Original. But, oh I thou su- 
preme of all things, how art ihou to be extoiiedbf 
mortal man ? ** I s.iy to corruption. Thou artinf' 
y father, and to the worms, ye are my brethrcDi 
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^* my days are as a hand's breadth, and my life is 
** nothing before thee ; but thpu art the same, 
** and thy years never fail. From everlasting to 
** everlasting thou art my God,'' the incomprehen- 
sible, the immutable Divinity. The language of 
paradise, and the strains of celestial eloquence fall 
short of thy perfections 5 the first-born sons of light 
lose themselves in blissfnl astonishment in search 
of thy excellencies ; even they, with silent ecsta- 
sy, adore thee, while thou art veiled with ineffable 
splendour. 

The bright, the blcus'd Divinity is known 
And comprehended by himself alone. 

Who can conceive the extent of that power, which 
out of nothing brought materials for a rising world, 
and from a gloomy chaos bid the harmonious uni- 
verse appear ? 

Confusion heard the voice, and wild uproar 

Stood rul'd ; stood vast infinity confin'd. 

At thy word the pillars of the sky were framed, 

and its beauteous arches raised : thy breath kindled 

the stars, adorned the moon with silver rays, and 

give the sun its flaming splendour. Thou didst 

prepare for the waters their capacious bed,* and by 

thy power set bounds to the raging billows. By 

thee the valleys were clothed in their flowery pride, 

^ and the mountains crowned with groves^ In all 

; the wonderful effects of nature, we adojre and con- 
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fess thy power ; thou uttercst thy voice in thander». 
and (iost scatter thy lightning abroad : thou ridest 
on the wings ot the wind, tlie mountains smoke,, 
and the foiests tremble at tliy approach : the sum- 
mer and winter, the shady night, and the bright 
revolutions of the day, are thine. 

'J'hcstf are thy glorious work^, Parent of good, 

Almighty : tiiine this uiiiversul frame : 

Thus wondrous they ; thyself how wondrous then f 

But oh ! what muit thy essential majesty and 
beauty be, if thou art thus illustrious in thy works? 
if the discoveries of thy power and wisdom are thus- 
delightful, how transporting are the manifestations 
of thy goodness ? From thee every thing that lives 
receives its breath ; and by thee are all upheld in 
life. Thy providence reaches the lea&t insect, for 
thou art good -, and thy care extends to all thjt 
works. Thou fcedest the rave^ns, and dost provide 
the young lions their prey, thou scatterest thy bles- 
sings with a liberal hand on the whole creation ; 
man, ungrateful man, largely partakes thy bounty. 
Thou causest thy rain to descend, and makest thy 
sun to shine on the evil and unthankful ; " for 
•* thou art good, and thy mercy endureth forever.** 

As the Creator and Preserver of men, thou art 
gloriously manifest ; but oh ! much more glorious- 
ly art thou revealed, as reconciling ungrateful ene- 
mies to thyself by the blood of thy eternal Soxu 
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Here thy beneficence displays its briglitest splen- 
dour : here thou dost fully discover thy most mag- 
nificent titles, " The Lord, the Lord God, merci- 
" ful and gracious, long-suffering, and abundant 
*' in goodness : how unsearchable are thy ways, 
" and thy paths past finding out !" Infinite depths 
of love, never to be expressed by human language ! 
and yet, should man be silent, the stones themselves 
Urould speak, and the mute creation find a voice to 
tipbraid his ungrateful folly. 

XVI. Longing for the vomtng of Christ •■ 

Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly : oh ! come, lest 
my expectation faint, lest I grow weary, and mur- 
mur at thy long delay. 1 am tired with these 
canities, and the world grows every day more un- 
entertaining and insipid ^ it has now lost its charms, 
and finds my heart insensible to all its allurements. 
With coldness and contempt I view these transi- 
tory glories, inspired with nobler prospects and 
vaster expectations by faith. I see the promised 
land, and every day brings me nearer the posses- 
sion of my heavenly inheritance. Then shall 1 sec 
God and live, and face to face behold my trium- 
phant Redeenver, 

And in hU favour ifind immortal light. 
Ye huuis and days, cut short your tedious flight ; 
Volume IL M 
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^ -i 
Ye months and years (if such alloted be 
Jn this detested barren world for me) 
With hasty revolution roll along, 
I languish with impatience co be gone. 

1 have nothing here to linger for ; my hopes» 
my rest, my treasure, and my joys arc all above : 
my soul faints for the courts of the Lord, in a dry 
and thirsty land where is no refreshment. 

How long " shall I dwell in Meshech, and so- 
** journ in the tents of Kedar ?" When will the 
wearisome journey of life be finished ? when shall 
I reach my everlasting home, and arrive at my ce- 
lestial country ? My heart, my wishes arc already 
there ; 1 have no engagements to delay my fare* 
well, nothing to detain me here ; but wander an 
unacquainted pilgrim, a stranger and desolatCi far 
from my native regions. 

My friends are gone before, and arc now triumph- 
ing in the skies, secure of the conquest, possessed 
of the rewards of victory They survey the Bcld 
of battle, and look back with pleasure on the dis- 
tant danger : death and hell, for ever vanquished, 
leave them in the possession of endless tranquillity 
and joy ; while I, beset with a thousand snarcSf 
and tired with continual toil, unsteadily maintain 
the field, till active faith steps in, assures mc of 
the conquest, and shews me the immortal crown. 
It is faith tells me, that ** light is sown for the 
// /i^hteous, and gladness for the upright in heart :'' 
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It assures me, that " my Redeemer lives, and that 
*• he shall stand at the last day on the earth ; and 
*' though, after my skin, worms destroy this body, 
** yet in my flesh I shall see God : whom I shall 
•* see for ray self, and not another, and these eyes 
^ shall behold, though my reins be consumed with^ 
**in me. Amen, even so come, Lord Jesus.'* 
This must be the language of my soul till thou, 
dost appear, and these my impatient breathings af« 
ter thee. Till I see thy salvation, my heart and 
my flesh will pine for the living God. 

** Grant me, O Lord, to fulfil as a hireling my 
*' day ^ shorten the space, and let it be fall of ac- 
tion. It is of small importance how few there are 
of these little circles of days and hours, so they are 
but well filled up with devotion, and with all pro« 
per duty^ 

XVII. Seeking after an absent Goi^ 

Oh ! let not the Lord be an;^ry, and I who am but 
dust will speak : Why dost thou withdraw thy- 
self, and suffer me to pursue thee in vain ? If I am 
surrounded with thy immensity, why am I thus in- 
sensible of thee ? Why do I not find thee, if thou 
art every where present ? I search thee in the tem- 
ple, where thou hast often nact me ; there I have 
seen the traces of thy majesty and beauty ; but those 
sacred visions bless my sight no more. I search thee 
in my secret rvtiremcnts, where I Ivcoi^ ^'A\t4i>^'^'^^ 
M X 
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thy name, and have often heard the whispers of thf 
voice •, that celestial conversation hath often reach- 
ed and raptured my soul; but I am solaced no' 
more with those divine condcscentions ; I listen,' 
but I hear those gentle sounds no more ; I pine 
and languish, but thou fliest me ; still I wither in* 
iliy absence, as a drooping plant for the leviving 
sun. 

O when wilt thou scatter this melancholy dark- 
ness ? When shall the shadows flee before thee? 
When shall the chearful glory of thy grace dawir 
upon my mind at thy approach ? I shall revive at 
thy light ; my vital spirits will confess thy pre- 
sence ; grief and anxiety will vanish before thee, 
and immortal joys surround my soul. 

Where thou art present, heaven and happiness 
ensue ; hell and damnation fills the breast inrherc 
thou art absent. While God withdraws, I am en- 
compassed with darkness and despair ; the sun and 
stars shine with an uncomfortable lustre : thcfacci 
of my friends grow tiresome ; the smiles of angcli 
would fail to chear my languishing spirit* I grow 
unacquainted with tranquillity ; peace and joy arc 
empty sounds to me, and words without a meaning. 

Tell me not of glory and pleasure •, -there are no 

such things without my God ; while he withdraws, 

what delight can these trifles aflford ? All that a- 

muscs mankind are but dreams of happiness, shadei 

^md faiitauic appe:xunces \ what compensation can 
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they make for an infinite good departed ? All na- 
ture cannot repair my loss ^ heaven and earth 
^would ofFer their treasures in vain ^ nor all the 
Jcingdoms of this world, nor tlie thrones of arch- 
angels, could give me a recompence for an absent 
God- 

O where can my grief find redress ? Whence 
can I draw satisfaction, when the fountain of joy 
^eals up its streams ? My sorrows are hopeless till 
jic return j without him my night will never see a 
dawn, but extend to everlasting darkness ; content 
and joy will be eternal strangers to my breast. Had 
I all things within the compass of creation to de- 
Bght me, his frowns would blast the whole enjoy- 
ment V unreconciled to God, my soul would be for 
ever at variance with itself. 

Even now while I believe thy glory hid from me 
but with a transient eclipse, while I wait for thy 
^turn, as for the dawning day, my soul suffers in- 
expressible agonies at the delay : the minutes seenv 
to linger, and days are lengthened into ages -, but. 
Lord,' what keener anguish should I feel, did I think 
thy presence had totally forsaken me I did I ima- 
gine thy glory should no more arise on my soul ? 
My spirits fail at the supposition v I cannot face 
the dreadful apprehensions of my God for ever gone. 
Is it not hell in its most hoirid prospect ? Eternal 
darkness, and the undying worm, infinite ruin, and 
inepirable damage ! Compared to this, what were 
M3^ 
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part with thee ? I may see without ligh 
breathe without air, sooner than be blessed \i 
my God. Happiness separated from thee 
contradiction, an impossibility (if I dare sp 
to Omnipotence itself. I feel a flame whi 
most glorious creation could not satisfy : an 
ness which nothing but infinite love could 
must find thee, or weary myself in an ctern 
suit. Nothing shall divert me in th« endless \ 
no obstacle shall fright me back, no allui 
withhold me, nothhig shall flatter or rcH< 
impatience ; my bliss, my heaven, my all d 
on the success. Shew me where thou art, 
God, conduct me into thy presence, and 
love confine me there for ever. 
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tilou art not my supreme delight, let all things else 
deceive me ; let me grow unacquainted with peacc^ 
and seek repose in vain : let delusions mock m/ 
gayest hopes i let my desires find no satisfaction^ 
till they arc terminated all in thee. When I forget 
the satisfactions of thy love, O my God, let pleasure 
be a stranger to my soul j when I prefer not that 
to my chiefest joy, let me be insensible of all my 
delight } when thy benignity is not dearer to me 
than lifcj let that life become my burden and my 
pain. 

Search the inmost recesses of my heart, and if 
thou findest any competitor there, remove the dar- 
ling vanity, and blot out every name but thine from 
my breast* Let me find nothing but emptiness in 
the creature, when I forsake the all- sufficient Cre- 
ator ; let the stream be cut off when I wander a- 
way, and abandon thee the fountain. Let me be 
destitute of assistance, when I cease to rely on 
thee ; let my lips be for ever silent, when they re- 
fuse to acknowledge thy benefits, and make not thee 
the subject of their highest praise. Let no joyful 
strain enter at my ears, when thy name is not the 
most delightful sound they can convey to my heart. 

I have been pronouncing heavy curses upon my- 
self, if thy love be not my chief blessing ; yet, O 
my dearest good, my portion, and my only felicity, 
might I not go on further still, and even venture 
immortal joys on the sincerity of my love to thee ? 
M4 
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Blessed Lord, forgive these dangerous efibrts of » 
mortal ton^rue, which are the mere outbreakings oi 
a fervent affection. } could even dare to pledge all 
my hopes, and my pretensions to future happinesSy 
(and O let not my heart deceive mc), I think I 
could risk them a]}, if thou thyself art not the ob« 
ject of my brightest hopes, and the light of thy 
countenance, the height of that expected happiness. 

If I desire any thing in heaven or on earth itt 
comparison of thee, I am almost ready to say, ba- 
nish me as an eternal exile from the light of para- 
disc : even that paradise would be melancholy dark- 
ness without thee, and the obscurest corner of the 
creation, blessed with thy presence, would be more 
agree<.blc. Oh I where could I be happy remote 
from thee ? What imaginable good could supply 
thy absence ? Say, O my God, do I not love thee? 

Shall I call the holy angels to witness ? Shall I 
call heaven and earth to witness ? will not Ac most 
high God himself, the possessor of heaven and 
earth, condescend to witness the ardour and since- 
rity of my love. 

With what pleasure do I reflect on the obliga- 
tions by wliich I h.ive devoted myself to thee? My 
soul recollects itself, and with an entire absent gives 
up all its powers to thee : I would bind myself to 
thee beyond all the ties that mortals know. Yott 
minif.ters of light give me your flames, and teach 
mc your celestial forms ^ let all be noble and p> 
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4}ietiC| and solemn as your own immortal vows, and 
I wilt joyfully go through them all, to bind myself 
to my God for ever. Say now, ye heavens and 
earthy say, ye holy angels, and O thou all-knowing 
Gbd| say, do I not Jove thee l 

XIX. j^ devout rapture, or love to God inexpressible^ 

Thou radiant sun, thou moon, and all ye sparkling 
stars,, how gladly would I leave your pleasant light 
to see the foce of God ? Ye crystal streams, ye 
groves and flowery lawns, my innocent delights^ 
how joyfully could I leave you to meet that bliss- 
ful prospect ? and you delightful faces of my frieqds, 
I would this moment quit yx>u all to see him whom 
my soul loves ; so loves, that I can find no words 
,to express the unutterable ardour : not as the miser 
'loves his wealth, nor the ambitious his grandeur ^ 
not as the Libertine loves his pleasures, or the ge- 
ntsrous man his friend i these are fiat similitudes to 
describe such an intense passion as mine. Not as a 
man scorched in a fever longs for a cooling draught \, 
not as a weary traveller wishes for 50ft repose ; my 
restless desires admit of no equal comparison from 
these.' 

I love my friend •, my vital breath, and the light 
of heaven, are dear to me : but should I say, I lovfr 
my God as I love these, I. shouUi belie the sacred 
.flame which aspires to infinity. It is thee, abstract- 
ly thee^ O unseated beauty]^ that I love ^ in th&e 
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my wishes arc all terminated ; in thee, as i 
blissful centre, all my desires meet, and the 
must be eternally fixed *, it is thou alone tha 
constitute my everlasting happiness. W< 
harps ot angels silent, there would be harin< 
me in the whispers of thy love ; were the £ 
light darkened, thy smiles would bless me ' 
verlasting day 5 the vision of thy face will 
my eyes, nor give me leisure to waste a 1 
other objects to all eternity, any farther tha 
is to be seen in his creatures. All their be 
grace, and joy, and glory, are derived fro 
the eternal Sun, and will merit my atteni 
farther than they reflect thy image, or disco' 
excellencies. 

Even at this distance, encompassed with the 
of death, and the mists of darkness, in the 
melancholy regions, when a ray of thy love 
in on my soul, when, through the clouds 
trace but one fetble beam, even that obsci 
human glory, and gives me a contempt for 
ver mortality can boast. What wonders th< 
the open vision of thy face eflfect, when I sh 
joy it in so sublime a degree, that the magni 
of the skies will not draw my regard, nor tl 
verse of angels divert my thoughts from thee i 
wilt engross my everlasting attention, and I 
abound in felicity if 1 had nothing to cntert 
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bttt immediate communion with the infinite Divi- 
nity. 

Mend thy pace, old lazy time, and shake thy hea- 
vy sands. Make shorter circles, ye rolling planets \ 
vrhcn will your destined courses be fulfilled? Thou 
restless sun, how long wilt thou travel the celebtial 
road ? When wilt thy starry walk be finished ? 
When will the commissioned Angel arrest thee in 
thy progress ; and, lifting up his hand, swear by 
the unutterable name. That time shall be no more. 
O happy period ! my impatient soul springs for- 
ward to salute thee, and leave the lagging days, and 
months, and years, far behind. " Make haste, my 
** Beloved, and be like a roe or a young hart on 
•* the spicy mountains.*' 

I pine, I die for a sight of thy countenance. 
Oh ! turn the veil aside, blow away the separating 
cloud ; pull out the pins of this tabernacle -, break 
the cords, and let fall the curtain of mortality I 
Oh ! let it interpose no longer between me and 
my perfect bliss. I feel those flames of divine 
love, which are unextinguishable as the lights of 
heaven ; not death itself shall quench the sacred 
ardour. 

Ye ministers of light, ye guardians of the just, 
stand and witness to my vows ; and in a humble 
dependence on thy grace, O Jesus, may I not ven- 
ture to bid these thy flaming ministers protest a- 
gainst me^ when I change my love^ and gtand my 
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accusers at the last judgment? When I 
false to thee, may I not venture to say to the 
Bring in your awful evidence, and proclaj 
perjury ? 

For you have listcnM, while the sacred name 
That kindles in each heav*nly breast a flame, 
You listcn'd, while it melted on my tongue, 
Flow*d from my lips, and grac'd the midnight son^ 
BlessM was the time, and swiftly fled the hours^ 
While holy love employed my noblest pow'rs ; 
The heav'ns appear*d, and the propitious skies 
Unveil'd their inmost glories to my eyes. 
Oh ! stay, I cryM, ye happy moments stay. 
Nor in your flights snatch these delights away ; 
I ask no more the rising sun to view. 
To mortals and their hopes I bid adieu. 

These heavens and this earth have been vf 
ses to my vows ; the holy angels have beer 
nesses, and all will join together to condenn 
when I violate my faith. Strengthen and 
firm it, O my Saviour, and make th^ bonds 
immortal. 

If I were only to reason upon this sul^J! 
might say, what motive could earth, what 
iell, what could heaven itself propose totemj 
soul to change its love ? What could thry 
the balance against an infinite good ? What 
be thrown in as a stake against the favour of < 
Ask the happy souls who know what the Hg 
his countenance imports, who drink in joy an 
mortality from his snailes^ asktiieiu what value 
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n their enjoyments : ask them what in heaven 
Tth should purchase one moment's interval of 

bliss ; ask some radiarit seraph, amidst the 
ncy of his raptures, at what price he values 
appiness: and when these have named the 
base, earth and hell may try to balance mine, 
hem spread the baits that tempt deluded men 
in ; let riches, honour, beauty, and bewitch- 
>leasure, appear in all their charms, the sensu- 

of the present and past ages, the Persian de- 
y, and the Homan pride j let them uncover 
rolden mines, and disclose the ruby sparkling 
J bed ; let them open the veins of sapphire, 
show the diamond glittering on its rock j let 
1 all "be thrown into the balance, alas ! their 
;ht is too little and too lighfi — Let the pagean- 

of state be added, imperial titles, and the en- 
5 of Majesty.; put in all that boundless vanity 
fines, or wild ambition craves, crowns and 
trcs, regal vestments and golden thrones, 

icale still mounts Throw in the world en- 

it is unsubstantial, and light as airy va* 

re these thy highest boasts, O deluding world ! 
ninibters of darkness, have ye nothing else to 

? Are these your utmost proposals ? Are 
; compensations for tht favour of God ^ Alas ! 

boundless word has a meaning which out- 
;h$ them all. Infinite delight^ -unconceivable 
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joy are expressed in it. The light of his counte- 
nance signifies more than angels can describe, or 
mortality imagine* And shall I quit all that an e- 
verlasting heaven means, for empty shadows ? 

Go, ye baffled tempters, go offer your toys to mad- 
men and fools ; they all vanish under my sconii 
and cannot yield so much as an amusement to my 
aspiring thoughts. The sun, in all his spacious 
circuit, beholds nothing to tempt my wishes« 
These winding skies in all their ample round, con- 
tain nothing equal to my desires. My ambition 
has far different ends, and other prospects in 
view y nothing below the joys of angels can satis- 
fy me. 

Let me explore the worlds of life and beautyi 
and find a path to the dazzling recesses of the Most 
High. Let me drink at the fountain-head of plea- 
sure, and derive all that I want from original and 
uncreated fulness and felicity. 

Oh divine love ! let me launch out into thy plea- 
surable depths, and be swallowed up of thee. Let 
me plunge at once in immortal joy, and lose my- 
self in the infinite ocean of happiness. 

Till then I pine for my celestial country ; till 
then I murmur to the winds and streams, and tcU 
the solitary shades my grief. The groves are con- 
scious to my complaints, and the moon and stars 
listen to my sighs. By their silent lights I talk 
over my heavcul^ couficrnsi and give a vent to my 
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le affections in mortal language ; then looking 

ard, I grow impatient to reach the milky way^ 

icats of joy and immortality. 

>me love, come life, and that bless'd da/ 

r which I languish, come away ; 

hen this dry soul, these eyes shall see, 

id drink the unsealM source of thee. 

h come, I cry, thou whom my soul loveth. I 
Id go on, but want expression, and vainly strug- 
vith the unutterable thought, 
ell me, you sons of light, who feel the force of 
: celestial fires, in what language you paint their 
;d violence ? or do the tongues of seraphs faul- 
Does the language of paradise want empha- 
ere, and immortal eloquence fail ? Surely your 
)iness is more perfect than all your descriptions 
. ' Heaven echoes to your charming notes, as 
IS they reach ; while divine love, which is all 
' song, is infinite, and knows no limits of degree 
uration. 

et I would say, some gentle spirit, come and 
ruct me in your art *, lend me a golden harp, 
guide the sacred flight ; let me imitate your 
)Ut strains, let me copy out your harmony •, and 

9 

Some of the fairest quire above 

Shall flock around my song, 
Wich joy to hear the name they love 

Sound from a mortal tongue, 

lessed and immortal creatures, I lon^ \o \^vJk^ 



which are now unspeakable* 

XX. Self reproof for inactivitj. 

Is It possible, that I should one day be rap 
into the third heavens, and crc a few wo 
passed over me, I should find nriyselF crec 
mongst the insects of the earth, and almost s 
ly busied as they ? Can divine love, which 
me lately into flaming transports, so far 
and grow cool within me ? Can it leave 
unactive as I now feel myself ? What sha! 
shame my conscience with reproaches, an< 
the flame of religious zeal and vigour ? 

Alas ! how does the activity of men ab 
little affairs of human life condemn my ne] 
in matters of everlasting consequence ? E 
fond lover, with such anxiety and impatien 
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ficulty, for mere pageantry ^nd gaudy trifles ; and 
shall I, who am a candidate for heaven, a proba- 
tioner for celestial dignity, lose my title for want 
of diligence ? Shall I faint in the noble strife,- 
when God and angels are ready to assist me, and 
every momenc's toil will be recompensed with e- 
ternal ages of rest and triumph ? 

Sec, see, the moments fiy, the labour shortens^ 
and the immense reward draws near ; the palm oT 
victory, the starry crown are in view y the happy 
realms and fields of light entertain me with their 
glorious prospect. Rouse thee, my soul, to the 
most active pursuit of these felicities : waken alt 
thy sprightly powers, and let it never, never be 
thy reproach, that the vigour and intenseness of 
thy labours fall short of the pretensions of thy de- 
sire ; or that thy holy industry should sink so far 
below the fervour of those affections, which in a 
devout hour thoahast pronounced inexpressible. 

O Lord, what a mutable thing is man ? what 
fraility works in this flesh and blood, and hangs 
heavy upon our better powers ? It is grace, divine 
grace alone,, can keep alive that immortal spark 
within us, which came first from heaven, and first 
taught our hears, to arise and spring upward. Pre- 
serve and complete thy own work, almighty grace. 

XXI. j4 j^yf^I viSri«; of approaching death, 
Death, where is thy sting ? where is thy boas^^ 
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ted victory ? The conquest is mine ; I shall p2 
triumph through thy dark dominions, and thr< 
the grace of the Son of God, my divine lead< 
shall appear there, not a captive, but a conqu 

O king of terrors, where are thy formi( 
looks ? I can see nothing dreadful in thy as 
Thou appearest with no tokens of defiance, 
dost thou come with a summons from a s( 
judge; but gentle invitations from my bli 
Redeemer, who has passed gloriously througl 
tcnitories, in his way to his throne. 

Thrice welcome, thou kind messenger of m 
berty and happiness ! a thousand times more 
come than jubilee to the wretched slave, than 
don to a condemned malefactor : I am gotn^ 
darkness and confinement, to immense light 
perfect liberty : from these tempestuous reg 
to the soft and peaceful climes above ; from 
and grief, to everlasting ease and tranquility, 
the toils of virtue, 1 shall imnaediately receiv* 
vast rewards ; for the reproach of fools, the ho 
and applause of angels. In a few minutes I 
be higher than yonder stars, and brighter far 
they. I shall range the boundless ether, 
breathe the balmy airs of paradise. I shall 
sently behold my glorious Maker, and sing I 
lujahs to my exalted Saviour. 

And now come, ye bright guardians of the 
€ond\xzi mc tJitou^Vv the unknown and trac 
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ttlier, for you pass and repass this celestial road 
continually : you have commission not to leave me 
till I arrive at mount Sion, the heavenly Jerusa>- 
lem, the city of the living God : till I come to the 
innumerable company of angels> and the spirits of 
just men made perfect. 

Hold out, fdith and patience s it is but a little 
while, and your work will be at an end ; but a few 
moments, and these sighs and groans shall be con- 
verted into everlasting hallelujahs ; but a few weary 
steps, and the journey of life will be finished. One 
efibrt more, and I shall have gained the top of the 
ererlasting hills, and from yonder bright summit 
shall presently look back on the dangers I have es« 
caped in my travels through the wilderness. 

Roll faster on, ye lingering minutes ; the near- 
er my joys, the more impatient I am to see them : 
ifter these painful agonies, how greedily shall I 
diink in immortal ease and pleasure ? Break away, 
ye thick clouds, begone ye envious shades, and let 
me behold the glories ye conceal : let me see the 
promised land, and survey the happy regions I am 
immediately to possses. How long will you in* 
terpose between me and my bright sun ? between 
me and the unclouded face of God ? Look up, my 
soul, see how sweetly those reviving beams break 
forth ! how they dispel the gloom, and gild the 
ihades of death ! 

O blest eternity ! with what a cheerful splendour 
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dost thou dawn on my soul ! With thee comes ll* 
berty, and peace, and love, and endless felicity v 
but pain, and sorrow, and tumult, and deaths and 
darkness vanish before thee for ever* I am just 
upon the shores of those happy realms,, where un- 
interrupted day and eternal spring leside.. Yon^ 
der are the delectable hills, and harmonious valeSy 
vhich continually echo to the songs of angels* 
There the blissful fields extend their verdure, and 
there the immortal groves ascend : but how daz- 
zling is thy prospect, O city of God, of whooi' 
such glorious things are spoken ! In thee therCs 
shall b6 no«more night, nor need of the sun or, 
moon : for the throne of God and of the Lamb is, 
in the midst of thee, and the nations that are saved, 
shall walk in thy light, and the kings of the earth 
shall bring their glory and honour into thee, and 
there the glorious Lord shall be to us a place of. 
defence, a place of streams and broad rivers ', and 
tlie voice of joy, and the shout of triumph^ shallr 
be heard in thee for ever.. 

There hcly souh perpetual Sabbaths keep,. 

And never are conccrnM for food or »leep : 

There new-come saints with wreaths of light are crowii*d,. 

Vhile iv'ry-harps and silver- trumpets sounds 

^hcre flaming seraphs sacred hymns begiQ* 

And rapturM cherubs loud responses sing. 

My eyes shall there behold the King in his beau- 
vj i and ohj how. ravidbing will the aspects of hit. 



. 5T THE HEART. rQ7 

love be! What unutterable ecstasies shall I feel, 
when I meet those smiles which enlighten heaven, 
and exhilarate all the celestial regions ? when I 
^hall view the beatific glory without one interpos- 
•ing cloud to eternity ? when I shall drink my fill 
•at the fountains of joy, and in those rivers of plea- 
sures that flow from his right hand for ever. 

XXII* j1 defiout resignation of self to the divine power 
and goodness* 

Mt all-sufficient friend, " my shield, and my ex- 
** ceeding great reward !'* 1 have enough : un- 
bounded avarice can covet nothing beyond thee ; 
the soul whom thou dost not suffice, deserves to be 
eternally poor* Thou art my supreme happiness, 
my voluntary choice : I took thy love alone for 
my treasure in that blessed day when I entered in- 
to covenant with thee, and became thine : I made 
no articles with thee for the friendships, the ho- 
nours, .and pleasures of the world 5 but solemnly 
Tcnounced them all, and chose thy favour for my 
single inheritance, leaving the conduct of my life 
entirely to thee. 

These were my vows, and these I have often re- 
newed \ and shall I now retract sucli sacred obli- 
gations, and alter a choice so just and reasonable ? 
Forbid it, gracious God 4 let me never be guilty 
of sudi madness* The world has disappointed 
N 3 
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my most confident expectations, but thou hast ttt 
Tcr deceived me. In all my distress I have fomii 
thee a certain refuge, my " shield, my fortress 
•* my high tower, my delirercr, my rock, and h 
•* in whom I trust* When there was none t 
save me, tliy powerful hand has set me free; tho 
hast redressed my grievances^ and dissipated m 
fears ; thou hast brought me light out of obscuri 
ty, and turned my darkness into day. 

When the world could afford mc nothing bu 
tempest and disorder, with thee I hare found re 
pose and undisturbed tranquillity. Thou hast beei 
my long-experienced refuge, my unfailing confi 
<lence, and I stedfastly depend on thee for my fu 
ture conduct. I cannot err when guided by in 
finite wisdom ; I must be safe in the arms of c 
ternal 1 )ve, to which I humbly resign myself. Le 
mc hive riches or poverty, hnnour or contempt 
whatever comes from thy hands, shall be thank 
fully received. I will "hear no voice but thine, noi 
make a step but where I am following thee. 

If thou wouldst leave me to choose for myself 
1 would resign the choice again tp thee : I dreac 
nothing more than the guidance of my own blim 
desires ; 1 tremble at ttie thoughts of such fatal li 
berty -, avert, gracious God, that miserable free 
<\o:v. Thou fores '*est all events, and at one singh 
view dost look through eternal consequences; 
thcrLfcrc do Uiou determine my circumsunces, 
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not to gratify 4ny own wild desires, but to advance 
thy glory. 

Thou hast an unquestioned right to dispose of 
me : I am thine by necessary ties^ and voluntary 
engagements^ which I thankfully acknowledge^ 
and solemnly renew : deliberately and entirely I 
put myself into thy hands. Whatever interest I 
have in this world, I sacrifice to thee, and leave my 
dearest enjoyments to thy disposal, acknowledging 
it my greatest happiness to be guided by thee» 

** Lord ! what is man that thou art mindful of 
*' him ?" that thou, who art supremely blessed, and 
independently happy, shouldst concern thyself with 
human affairs, and condescend to make our wants , 
as much thy care, as if mortal miseries could 
reach thee, and interrupt immortal jjlessedncss ? 
Thou wouldst make us sensible of thine indul* 
gence, by the most tender similitudes : a father's 
gentle care but faintly shadows thine, and all we 
can conceive of human pity, falls short of thy 
compassion ? Thou dost seem to share in our ca« 
lamities, and sympathize in all our grief. No 
friend flies to our assistanjos with half the speed 
that love brings thee, nor canst thou ever want 
methods to relieve those that confide in thee. 

Thy providence finds or makes its way through 

all oppositions : the streams shall roll back to their 

fountains, the sun shall stand still, and the course 

of nature be reversed, rather than thou want means 

N4 
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to bring thy purposes to pass. No obstacle p 
stand to thy design, nor obstructs thy metho< 
is thy will that makes nature and necessity : 
can stay thy hand^ or say unto thee, " What 
** thou ?** Thy counsel shall stand, and thou 
■do all thy pleasure. Nothing is impossible foi 
to accomplish : wherever I cast my eyes, I s< 
stances of thy power : the extended firmamen 
sun and stars, tell me what thou art able tc 
form ; they attest thy Omnipotence, and rebuli 
unbelief. The whole creation pleads for thcie 
condemns my infidelity. 

Almighty God, forgive my diffidence, w 
confess it is most inexcuseablc* Thy hand i 
shortened, nor are the springs of thy bounty 
cd ; thy ancient miracles have not exhauste 
strength, nor hath perpetual beneficence im 
rished thee ; thy power remains undiminished 
thy mercy endureth for ever. That dazzling 
bute surrounds me with transporting glories ; y 
way soever I tAirn, I meet the bright convicti 
cannot recal a day of my past life, on which 
signature of thy goodness is not stamped. 

Oh ! who hath tasted « thy clemeocy 

In greater measure, or more oft,. than I ? 

Which way w)c*er I turn nry face or feet, 

1 »ce thy mercy and thy glory meet. 

In whatever thou hast granted, or whatevc 
tuist denied me^ thy beneficence has been ov' 
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^ith every dispensation •, thou hast not taken the 
advantage of my follies, nor been severe to my sins ; 
but hast remembered my frame, and treated me 
with the utmost indulgence. Glory be to thy name 
Sot ever* 

XX I II. Redeeming Love. 

' Almighty Love, the theme of every heavenly 
long ! Infinite grace, the wonder of angels ! for- 
give a mortal tongue that attempts thy praise -, and 
yet should man be silent, the mute creation would 
find a voice to upbraid higi. 

But, oh 1 in what language shall I speak ? with 
vhat circumstance shall I begin ? shall I roll back 
the volumes of eternity, and begin with the glori- 
ous design chat determined man's redemption, be- 
fore the birth of time, before the confines of crea- 
tion were fixed, 

Infimte years before the day. 
Or heavens began to roll ? 

Shall I speak in general of all the nations of the 
redeemed ? or, to excite my own gratitude, shall I 
consider myself, my worthless self, included, by an 
•eternal decree, among the number of those who 
should hear of a Redeemer's name, and be mark- 
•cd out a partaker of that immense privilege ? Be- 
fore the foundations of the hills were laid, the gra- 
cious design was formed, and the blessed plan of it 
schemed out before tlie curtains of the sky were 
i9pread« 
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Lord ! what b man ? what am I, what i 
fenman racr, to be thns regarded ? O 
thoughts, and narrower words ! here confi 
defects i these are hdghts not to be reached 
Adorable measures of infinite clemencj ! m 
able riches of ^ : ? nndi what astonishi 
I sunrey you ? I ; llowed and lost in 

rious immenttty. All kdl ? ye dirine mi 
ye glorious paths of the unsearchable Deity 
adore, though I can nerer express you. 

Tet, should I be silent, hearen and eart 
hell itself would reproach me : the damno 
selves would call me ungrateful, should I {2 
kbrate that grace, whose loss they are for 
nxcnting, a loss that leares them for ever d 
and undone It is this grace which tunes tl 
of heaven, and yields them an immortal su 
harmony and praise. The spirits of just m( 
perfect fix their contemplations here ; the 
the glorious mystery, and while they sing tl 
ders of redeeming love, they ascribe subli 
living honours to him that sits on the thro 
to the Lamb for ever. And infinitely wo 
thou, Lord, to receive the grateful homa^ 
thall not praise and magnify thy name ? w 
deny the tribute pi thy glory ? 

But, alas ! what can mortal man add t 
what can nothingness and vanity give ? "V^ 
mur from tlic dust, and attempt thy prai 
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tlic depths of misery ; yet thou dost condescend i9 
hear and listen to our broken accents 5 amidst the 
hallelujahs of angels our groans ascend to thee, our 
complaints reach thee j from the height of thy hap- 
piness, and from the exaltations of eternal glory, 
thou hast a regard to man, poor wretched man ! 
thou rcceivest his homage with delight ; his prai* 
8CS miHglc with the harmony of angels, nor inter- 
rupt the sacred concord. Those natives of heaven, 
those morning start sing together in their heaven- 
ly beatitudes, nor disdain to let the sons of earth 
and mortality join with them in celebrating the ho- 
nours of Jesus, their Lord and ours : to him be e- 
Tcry tongue devoted, and let every creature for e* 
▼cr praise him. Amen. \ 

XXIV. Pkading for pardon aud holiness. 

Immortal spring of life, the fountain of all exist- 
ence, the first and last, without beginning of days, 
or end of years ; before the heavens were created 
thou wast, and shalt remain unchanged while they 
wax old and decay. Thou art infinitely blessed in 
thyself, thy glory admits of no addition ; the prai- 
ses of angels cannot heighten thy happiness, nor 
the blasphemies of hell diminish it. 1 hou canst 
do every thing, and thy power finds no obstacle. 
Thou madest heaven and earth, the sea and the 
fountains of watt-r ; thoa dost according to thy will 
in the armies of heaven and amongst the intubi* 
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'tants of the earth ; thoa boldest the waters hi 
the hollow of thy hand, and measurest out the hca^ 
Tens with a span ; thou comprehendest the dust of 
the earth in a measure, and weighect the moun- 
tains in scales, and the hills in a balance ^ thou co- 
verest thyself with light, as with a garment, and art 
surrounded with inaccessible splendour % thou art 
glorious in holiness, fearful in praises ^ the heavem 
are not clean in thy sight, but thou chargest thine 
angels with folly *, what then is man, that drinks m 
Iniquity like water ? what is man that thou art 
mindful of him, or the son of man that thou dos( 
thus visit him ? It is because thou art good, and 
thy mercy endureth for ever ; mercy is thy prevail- 
ing attribute. Thou art compassionate, and infi- 
nitely gracious, and hast fully manifested thy love 
and beneficence to the race of man, in the glorious 
methods of redemption from everlasting bondage 
and death by thy Son Jesus. 

Therefore, with the lowest reverence, and most 
humble gratitude, I desire to prostrate myself b^ 
fore thee, acknowledging it my greatest honour, 
and undeserved privilege, to approach the Lord, 
and bow myself before the high God ; I that aoi 
unworthy to utter thy tremenduous name, or once 
to lift up my eyes to heaven. To my own confu« 
sion, I here confess I have abused the mercy which 
I now implore, and injured that goodness and for* 
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bcarance by my sins, which I am now addressing 
^ myself to. I have forfeited the very benefits I ask, 
( and despised those sacred privileges which 1 am for-^ 
ced to plead ;, I can use scarce any motive but what. 
would carry in it my own condemnation. Shall I 
implore thy mercy by the gracious terms of the 
new covenant, sealed by the blood of thy 'eternal 
Son ?• AlasJ that gracious covenant I have violat- 
ed, and profaned its sacred seals ; I have sinned a- 
g^ins^.the clearest light, and the tenderest instan- 
ces of thy love ; I have not only broken my obliga- 
tions to thee as my Creator ; but the stronger en- 
gagements of thy. adoption, even the glorious pri« 
▼ilege of being additited into thy family, and num- 
bered among the children of God.. 

But 8till,.thosc very circumstances that aggravate 
my, guilt, exalt thy n.ercy ; here the freeness and 
magnificence of thy grace will display itself^ here 
tfaou wilt answer the indulgent title of a father in 
i^ tenderest extent ^ I have no sins too great for 
the infinite clemency to pardon. Thou art God,, 
and not man ; and as the heavens are high above. 
the earth,, so high are thy ways of compassion a-^ 
bove all human methods. 

1 dare not set bounds to thy goodness, nor afiGrm 
that thus far, and no farther, divine patience ex- 
tends* Thou hast pardoiiCd and restored me to 
tb; favouTi too of tea. for mc now to despair; my;. 
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penitent sighs were never rejected, nor my humble 
request unanswered ; I have always found the hea- 
vens open, and the throne of God accessible, thro* 
the blood of a Redeemer. By his agony and bloo* 
dy sweat, by his cross and passion, by his pain* 
ful death and glorious resurrection, I implore thy 
pardon ; he has made a full atonement, and divine 
justice will demand no further satisfaction. ** To 
** him give all the prophets witness, that through 
** his name, whosoever believes in his name, shall 
*' receive remission of sins. 

O blessed Jesus ! the hope of the Gentiles, the 
salvation of the ends of the earth, the great Mes- 
siah, the promised Saviour, who dost answer those 
glorious titles in their utmost signification ; to thee, . 
my certain, my experienced refuge, 1 fly ; O Son 
of God, hear me ; O Lamb of God, who takes a* 
way the sins of the world, have mercy on mc. 

O eternal Spirit, the promised Comforter, come 
with all thy sacred consolations ; come, and be at 
dew to the dropping flowers, as rain to the parch- 
ed ground ; oh ! come with thy reviving light, and 
dispel the darkness that beclouds my soul ; break 
in, like the sun after a melancholy night; onr 
beam of thine would melt this frozen, this obdu- 
rate heart, and kindle in my soul the spark of ho- 
ly love 'y breathe upon my cold aS'ections, and raise 
them to a sacred flame. 
Searcher of heaits, lioia Vcvomx^^^KiSvv^^^\i«^ 
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cealed, whose penetrating eyes find out hypocrisy 
in its darkest disguise ; thou knowest the desires 
of my soul, and art my impartial witness, that I 
kneel not here for the riches and honours of the 
world ; that I am not prostrate before thee for • 
length of days or pleasure ; but that it is the king* 
dom of God, and the righteousness thereof that I 
seek. Give me not my portion with the rich and 
great ; but let me have my humble lot with thy 
children. Let me bear contempt and derision, and 
suffer reproach with the people of God, rather than 
enjoy the pleasures of sin, which are but for a season* 

Thy favour is the end of all my wishes, the con- 
stant subject of my prayer. Oh ! thou whose ears 
are open to the wants of all thy creatures, who 
hearest the young ravens when they cry from their 
nests to thee> who givest' the men of the world 
the tt^sitory things they choose j wilt thou deny 
the desires which thou thyself dost inspire and ap- 
prove ? O let me be filled with that righteousness 
which I hunger and thirst after, and be satisfied 
with thy likeness. Thou canst not be diminished, 
whatever perfection thou dost communicate to the 
creature^ endless liberality could not make thee poor.' 

I ask not privileges above the capacity of my na- 
ture, nor aspire to the perfections of angels. I 
only beg that I may reach those hciglits of holiness 
and divine love, wiiich souls, investtA WvOci "j^ xt^ot- 
Jdl body like mme, and encumb^itd ^\vOcl^i^^ ^>xcw^ 
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human passions, attained. But in vain I s 
imitate those hright examples thou hast set 
me ; without thy assistance all my endeavoi 
prove successless. Thou knowest the firs 
my nature, and the mighty difficulties I li 
encounter. I have not only the allurem 
the worldy but all the stratagems of hell to 
with ; and a treacherous heart within, re 
all occasions to betray me into stn and endh 
dition : O let my impotence and danger ; 
thy compassion. 

Remember thy former benignity,. O Lor 
let that engage thee to grant me new- sup] 
that grace by which alone I shall prove ^ 
ous. 1 hy bounty to any of the works of thi 
must always flow from the goodness of tl 
nature ; for what creature can pretend ic 
any thing from thee ? I would urge noihi 
tfiy own infinite mercy, when I entreat tl 
to let me. perish, after the wonderful thin^ 
hast done for my soul ; after all the pledge 
hast given me of thy lore, let not my folli 
voke thee to forsake me : but. remember thi 
nant, and its gracious articles, and act ace 
to thy own ineffable benignity, which hjn 
the glorious motive of every favour I have 
td from thee^ 
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XXV. jf transport of gratitude for saving mercy: 
I BLESS a thousand times the happy day when first 
a beam of heavenly light broke in on my soul ^ 
when the Day-star from on high visited me, and 
the celestial light began to dawn^ I welcomed 
its cheerful lustre, and felt the sacred influence* 
The flames of holy love awoke, and holy joys were^ 
Idndledr 

The earth, and all its pageantry disappeared, like- 
clouds before the morning sun. The scenes of 
paradise were opened — seraphic pleasures and un-^ 
Btterable delights. All hail, I cried, you unknowa 
joys, you unexperienced pleasures ! compared to you,, 
what is all I have relished till now ? what is earth* 
Ty beauty and harmony !' what is all that mortals 
call charmmg and attractive I I never lived till 
now.^ I knew no more than the name of happi« 
neas till now. I have been in a dream during all 
the days of my folly and vanity ; but now I awake 
to the life of heaven-bom spirits, and taste the joys 
of angels* 

XXVI . Importunate requests for the return of Codr 

to the soul. 
Thou great and' glorious, thou invisible and uni* 
▼ersal Beings art thou no nearer to be approached ? 
or do I search thee amiss ! Is there a corner of 
die creation unvisited by thee, or any place ex*- 
cmpt from thy presence ? I trace thy footste^a^ 
YolumlL- O 
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through heaven and earth> but I cannot oveitakc 

thee. 

"Why do I seek thee, if thou irt not here ? 
Or find thee out, if thou art every where f 

Tell me, O my God and my all, tell mc where 
thou art to be found ; for there is the place of my 
rest. What imaginable good can supply thy ab- 
sence ? Deprived of thee, all that the world could 
offer would be like a jest to a dying man, and pro- 
voke my aversion and disdain. It is a God that I 
seek : 

My wifiheA etoop not to a lower aim ; 

Thou, thou hast kindled this imoiortal fliame. 

Which nothing can allay. 

Adieu, adieu to all human things ! Let me find 
my God, the end of all my wishes* Why dost thou 
keep back the face of thy throne ? Why docs the 
cloud and sacred darkness conceal thee ? 

Thy voice producM the seas and spheres, 

Bid the waves roll, and planets shine ; 
But nothing like thyFctf appears 

Through all these various works of thine. 

O thou'fairer than all the works of thy handsy 
wilt thou ever hide thyself from a creature that 
loves and feeli thee with so intense de&ire ? I ap- 
peal to thee, O Lord, are not my breathings after 
thee most hearty and unfeigned ? Does not my 
soul pant after thee with a fervour whick canoot 



OF THE HEART, 211 

be extinguished, and a sincerity which cannot be 
disguised ? 

For thee I pine, and am fdr thee undofte ; 

As drooping flow'n that wamt their parent flon. 

How do nry spirits languish for thcc ? No 6i- 
tmlitudes can express the vehemence of my de^res* 
Weahh^nd gVory, friends and pleasure, lose their 
names, compared to thee. To follow thee, I 
would leave them a?! behind ; I would leave the 
whole creation, and bid the fields and sparkling 
^kies adieu. Let the heavens and earth be no 
more ; while thou endurest for ever, I can want 
no support. My being rtseH", with all its blessed- 
ness, depends entirely on thee. 

Place me far from the bounds of all creation, 
remote from all existence but thy own. In that 
ineffable solitude let me be lost ; let me expatiate 
there for ever, let me run the endless rounds of 

bliss. But, alas ! I flatter myself in vam with 

scenes of unattainable happiness. I will search 
thee then, where I hope thou mayst be found. I 
cast my eyes to the bright regions above, and al- 
most envy the happy beings that sec thy face un- 
veiled. I search thee in the flowery meadows, and 
listen for thee among the murmuring springs. 
Then silent and abstracted from human tilings, I 
search thee in the holy contemplation : it is all in 
vain ; nor fields, nor floods, nor cloudS| nor stars 
reveal thee. 



212 DEVOUT EXERCISES \ 

Ye tiappy spiritSi that meet his smilesi and hear | 
his voice, direct a mournful wandereTi while I seek 
him whom my soul loves ; while I sigh and com" 
plaini and cast my languishing eyes to yonder hap- 
py mansions* Fain would I penetrate the starry 
pavilions, and look through the separating firmar 
xncnt. Oh| that thou wouldst divide the clouds I 
that thou wouldst rend the heavens* and give me 
one glimpbe of thy glory I that thou wouMst disr^ 
play thy bcautyi and, in the midsbof those earthlf; 
scenes of amusing vanity, give me one momentll^ 
interval of celestial blcssednecs*. 

On« look of merqr from thf ey«, 

Ooe whisper of thy voice, 
jRxceed a whole eternity 

Etnploy'd in carnal joyf. 

Could I the spacious earth commaQi^. " * 

Or the more boundless sea, 
J6r one dear hour at thy right haod 

I'd give them both away. 

If things were put into just balances, and com* 
puted aright, for the first moment of this satisfac* 
tion, I am ready to say, the whole creation would 
be cheaply lost. How gladly would I resign all 
for such a bliss ! Adieu to human things ^ let me 
find my God, the end of all my wishes. It is he 
whom I seek ; i^ is he alone can satisfy my infi- 
nite desires. Oh ! why dost thou withdraw ? 
Why thus long conceal thyself ? Where do^t thou* 
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fctirc ? Nor earth, nor heaven, reply to my re- 
peated calls. 

Let mc invoke thee by every gracious title, my 
God, and the God of my fathers ^ from one gene- 
xation to another- thou hast been our dwelling 
place* The claim has descended from age to age. 
ITiy covenant iias been established with us, and thy 
faithfulness remains unblemished. Oh! forget not 
Ay covenant 5 forget not the blessings entailed oa 
me. Forget not the prayers and tears by which 
my pious ancestors have engaged thy mercy for 
me ; forget not their vows and solemn dedications 
of me to (hee. Oh 1 recall thy ancient favours, 
and renew thy former mercy to a family which has 
been thine in a succession of ages. 

Let me invoke thee now by a nearer propriety ; 
my covenant God, my Father, and my Friend ! If 
by all those tender names I have ever known thee, 
forget me not. By those sacred engagements, O 
Lord, I entreat thy return- If all thy past favours 
were real, if all was waking bliss, and not a gay 
ddusion, O restore my heaven again. Life of my 
soul, light of my eyes, return. Come and bring 
all thy sacred consolations. Once again, let me ex- 
perience these holy joys that thy presence imparts i 
once again let mc hear thy voice, and once agaiii 
be blest with thy smiles. 

03 
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Oh ! hear, and to my loDging eyes 

Restore thy wonted light ; 
And suddenly ; or I shall sleep 

In everlasting night. 

Blessed Saviouri in thee we behold the 
God as a reconciled Father ; and dost thoi 
draw thyself ? O how welcome will thy rcti 
How like the breakings of immortal day v 
presence cheer me ! How dearly shall I pi 
happiness ! How fearful shall I be of ever 
that would offend thee I How joyful in the 
discovery and possession of thy love ! I 
whisper my bliss to the listening stieai 
groves. 

I*d carve oirr passion en the bark. 

And evVy wounded tree 
iShaU drop, and bear some mystic mark 

That Jesus died for me. 

The swains shall wonder when they read 
InscribM on all the grove, 

That Heav'n itself came down and bled 
To win a mortaPs love. 

But why do I flatter myself with these dc 
scenes ? I find thee absent still. I moi 
complain as one unpitied* What is life wh 
art absent! Oh! return and bless nic w 
presence, thou who knowest my distress, , 
acquainted with my secret cares. Thou \ 
the witness of my midnight sighs, and dc 
when at the dawning day I call thee i t 
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thou answcrcst not, and sccmcst deaf to my pray- 
ers. I am, it is true, a worthless wretch ; but 
^nle as I aift, thou hast, in thy immense compas- 
sion, brought me into. covenant with thee. ** My 
*• beloTcd is mine, and I am his." 
He is my sqd, though he refuse to shme ; 

Though for a moment he depart, 
1 dwell for ever on his heart. 
For «ver he on mine. 

Nothing can break the sacred union ; but for 
this confidence I were undone ^ but fur this beam 
of hope I were lost in eternal darkness. *' Why art 
** thoa disquieted, O my soul, and why art thoa 
" cast down within me ? Hope in God, for I shall 
" yet praise him for the light of Kis countenance.'* 
I shall yet welcome his return, I shall yet hear his 
chearing voice, and meet his favourable smiles. 

But why, O my God, this long suspetice ? Why 
do thcsci intervals of night and darkness abide upon 
me, and torment my heart so long ? Wilt thou 
deny a bliss so easily granted ? I ask not more 
than is lawful for mortality to wish : I ask not 
the visions of angels here below ; nor the beati- 
tudes of perfected spirits ; I ask but what thou 
hast bid me seek, and given me hopes to obtain ; 
I ask that sacred fellowship, that ineflable com- 
munion with which thou favourtst thy saints. 

Oh ! let me hear these heavenly v hi Pipers, that 
give tliem the foretastes of immcrtol plcaturcs; 
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let me be sensible of those divine approaches that 
Iwindle celestial ardour in their souls : let me meet 
those beams that darken all mortal beauty ; let me 
<njoy, at this earthly distance, those smiles that 
^re the bliss of angels in heaven. Though it is 
but darkly, and afar off, yet let me feel their in- 
fluence, it will brighten the passage of life, it will 
•direct me through its ma^es, and gild its rough 
and gloomy paths i it will raise the flowers of sa- 
cred love : it will waken th divine principle with- 
in me, and set it a-glowing through all my pow- 
ers. I abandon, I shall forget the vanities belowy 
^nd the glories of the world will be no more* 
But while thou, O my God, hidest thy face, I lose 
my sun, I languish and die : yet to thee I will lift 
jop my eyes, to thee I lift up my soul. 

Come, Lord, and RCTcr from me go ; 

This workl*s a darksome place : 
I find no pleasure here below. 

When thou dost veil thy face. 

IXXVII. Breathing after God^ and weary of tbc 
world, 

Ti 8 no mean beauty of the ground 

That has allur'd my eyes; 
I faint beneath a noble wound* 

Nor love below tht skies. 

If words can reach the heights of love and gra- 
titude, let me pour out the secret ardour of my 
soul ; O let it not offend thy greatness, that dust 
^nd'^UBity adorer ^udlQvcs thee* If thou hadst 
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'pvcn mc other capacities, and formed any thing 
more suitable to my wishes, I might have found 
a lower happiness, and been content with some- 
thing below the infiinte Deity ; but the scanty 
creation affords nothing to satisfy me, and I fol- 
low thee by a divine instinct, and mere necessity 
of nature. 

My life is useless, and my being insignificant 
urithout thee : my reason has no proper employ- 
ment ; love, the noblest passion of my souli has 
no object to answer its dignity* I am reduced to 
absolute poverty ; my nature is entirely ruined, I 
am lost, eternally lost, undone, and abandoned to 
despair, if I am deprived of thee. There can be 
no reparation made for an infinite loss ; nothing 
can be instead of God to my soul 

1 have willingly renounced all things else for thy 
sake : all the sentiments of tenderness and delight^ ^ 
that my soul ever feels for an earthly object, is 
mere indifference, compared to my love for thee ; 
and it grows into hatred, when that object stands 
as thy rival or competitor. This is the conquer- 
ing, the superior flame, that draws in and swal- 
lows up all the other ardours of my nature. My 
.engagements with all terrestrial things, are brok- 
en ; the name of father, of brother, or of friend, ' 
are no more ; abstracted from thee, these ten- 
der titles give me: neither confidence, nor joy, 
^od are mere insignificant names^ but as thou doat 
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give them an emphasis: they are nothing a 
without thee ; and with thee, what infinite 
can be an addition ? 

The soul can hold no more, for God is all, 
He only equaU its capacious gtasp, 
He only overfills to spaces infinite. 

Thou art my God, and I have enough : my 
18 satisfied, I am entirely at rest. Divide the 
the perishing creation to the miserable wrei 
that ask no other portion : kt them unenvied 
sess the honours,, and riches, and pleasures x>\ 
world; with a lavish hand divide them a^ 
these things are but a3 the dust of the balanc 
the happy soul that knows what the light ol 
countenance imports. After that there can 1 
relish left for the low delights of mortality. 

Lost in the high enjoyments of thy love, 
What glorious mortal covld my envy move ? 

You ineffable delectations of divine love, 1< 
liave no sentiment of pleasure left but for 
My God revealing his glories and his graces i 
sus Christ his son, is sufficient for my etema 
tcrtainment. 

What if all former ideas of visible things 
wiped from my soul ? what if I had no ima 
tions, no memory, no traces left of any thinj 
the joys I have found in thy presence, and th 
surances of thy everlasting favour ? those ar 
only past moments I recall with pleasure, an 
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ct all the vast eternity before me be spent in these 
satisfactions. 

Vanish, ye terrestrial scenes ! fly away, ye yain 
3bjects of sense ! 1 resign ail those poor and limit- 
ed faculties by which you are enjoyed ; let me be 
iosensible to all your impressions, if they do not 
lead me to my God. Let chaos come again, and 
the fair face of nature become an universal blank : 
let her glowing beauties all fade away, and those 
divine characters she wears be effaced, I shall yet 
he iiappy ; the God of nature, and the original of 
all.beauty is my God« 

What if the sun were extinguished in the skies, 
and all the etherial lamps had burnt out their gol- 
den flames, I shall dwell in light and immortal day ; 
for my God will be ever with me. When the 
groves shall no more renew their verdure, nor the 
fields and valleys boast any longer their flowery 
pride ', ,whcn all these lower heavens, and this earth 
are mingled in an universal ruin, and these material 
images of things are no more ; I shall see new re- 
gions of beauty and'plcasure for ever opening them- 
selves in the divine essence with all their original 
glories. 

But oh ! how various, how boundless, how tran- 
sporting will the prospect be ? Oh ! when shall I 
bid adieu to phantoms and delusions, and converse 
"with eternal realities ? When shall 1 drink at the 
fountain-head of essential life and blessedness I 
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« And then, 

« O what ? But ask not of the tongues of mea, 

<* For angels cannot tell ;— let it suffice, 

^ Thyself, my «oul, shall feel thy own full joys, 

« And hold them fast for ever.** 
Oh break my fetters, for I must be gone." 
Bring my soul out of prison ; I am straitened ; the 
v^hole creation is too narrow for me ; I sicken at 
this confinement^ and groan and pant for liberty. 
How sweet are the thoughts of enlargement i My 
soul is already on the wing, and practises imagtna^ 
ry flights : I seem to reach the heaven of heavens, 
where God himself resides. It is good for me to 
be here. 

But ah ! how soon the clouds of mortal sense 
Arise, and veil the diarming vision f 

Alas ! what do I here in this waste and dread- 
ful wilderness ? tliis dismal region, where our de- 
lights are vanishing^ and the very glimpses of future 
felicity we enjoy, are soon overshadowed, and sur- 
rounded with real horrors ? Alas ! what do I here^ 
wasting that breath in sighs and endless complaints, 
that was given me to bless and praise the infinite 
Creator ? Alas ! what do I here, among strangers 
and enemies, in this wild inhospitable place, far 
from my home, and all the objects of my solid de- 
light ? ^ 

My wishes, hopes, my pleasures, and my love, 
My thoughts, and noblest passions are above. 

What do I here in the dominions of death iuid 
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in, in the precincts and range of the powers of 
larkness ? Here they lay their toils, and set their 
atal snares ^ but^ Lord, what part have they in 
ne ? I have bid defiance to the powers of dark- 
less in thy strength, and renounced my share in 
:he vanities of the world. I am a subject of ano*- 
:her kingdom, and dare not enter into any terms of 
peace and amity, with the irreconcileable adversa- 
ries of God and my soul, which inhabit these 
treacherous and sinful regions. " The friendship 
" of this world is enmity with God." Death and 
destruction are in its smiles ; I stand on my guard^j 
and am every moment in danger of surprise ! oh ! 
when will my deliverance come from high ? 
■■ When, my soul, 

O when shall thy release from cumb'rons flesh 
pass the great seal of heaven ? what happy hoor^ 
Shall give thy thoughts a loose to soar and trace 
The inullectual world I 
What glorious scenes shall open, when once this 
mortal partition falls^ when these walls of clay shall 
totter and sink down into dust ? Ye waters of life, 
jc torrents of immortal pleasure, how impetuously 
will you then roll in upon me, and swell and fill up 
all the capacities of joy in my nature ? Every fa- 
culty shall then be filled, and every wish shall end 
in unutterable fruition. "When I awake into im- 
mortal light, I shall be satisfied with thy likeness. 
These expressless desires will die into everlasting 
xajturcs: hoge and languishing ex^c^uv^at^ ni^ 
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be no more ; but present, complete, and unbound- 
ed satisfactions will surround me. My God, my 
God himself, shall bs my infinite, my unutterable 
joy : all the avenues of pleasure shall be open be- 
fore me, the scenes of beauty and prospects of de* 
light. " Everlabting joy shall be upon my head, 
•* and sorrow and sighing shall flee away for ever.* 

There will be no more ihtervals of grief and sin ; 
sin, that insupportable evil, that worst, that hea- 
viest burden ; here the painful and deadly pressure 
lies ; it is this that hangs as a weight on all my 
joys *, but, thanks be to my God, I can say, I sin- 
cerely detest and hate this vilest of slaveries, thni 
cursed bondage of corruption ; I long for the glo- 
rious liberty of the sons of God ; I groan under 
this load of flesh, this burden of mortality, this bo- 
dy of death. 

But grant, O Lord, I may with patience conti- 
nue in well doing, and at last obtain glory and im- 
mortality through my Redeemer's righteousness. 
•* Sanctify me through thy word of truth *," W- 
member this request of my glorious Advocate. 

XXVI I r. A prayer far fpeedy fancttficattonm 

O Lord God, great and holy, all-sufficient, and 
full of grace, if thou shouldst bid me form a wish, 
and take whatsoever in heaven or earth I bad to 

ask, it should not be the kingdoms of this virorW| 
* Johnzvii. 
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tlie crowns of princes ; no, nor should it be 
NTTcaths of martyrs, nor the thrones of archan- 
J my first request is to be made holy ; this is 
lighest concern. Rectify the disorders sin haa 
i in my soul, and renew thy^ image there ; let 
jc satisfied with thy likeness. Thou hast corn- 
ed my paths with mercy in all other respects^ 

I am discontented with nothing but my own 
t ; because it i^ so unlike the image of thy ho*- 
«, and so unfit for thy immediate presence, 
rmit me to be importunate here O blessed God,, 
grant the importunity of my wishes ; let me 
avoured with a gracious and speedy answer^ for 
1 dying while I am speaking ; the very breatk 
I which I am calling upon thee, is carrying a- 

a part of my life : this tongue that is now in- 
ng thee, must shortly be silent in the grave r 
e knees arc bent to pay thee homage, and these 
is ihat are now lifted to the most high God for 
cy, must shortly be mouldering to their origi- 
dust ; these eyes M'ill soon be closed in death, 
ch arc now looking up to thy throne for a blcs- 
> Otil prevent the flying hours with thy 
cy, and let thy favour outstrip the hasty mo- 
lts. 

lou art unchanged, while rolling ages pass a- 
l : but I am decaying with every breath 1 draw. 
My whole allotcd time to prepare for heaven is v 
a point, compared with thy iivftivilt i^^-^v^fcu 
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The shortness and vanity of my present being, 
and the importance of my eternal coxlcerns, joia 
together to demand my^ utmost solicitude, and give 
wings to my warmest wishes. Before I can utter 
all my present desires, the hasty opportunity, per- 
haps, is gone ; the golden minute vanished, and the 
season of mercy has taken its everlasting flight. 

Oh I God of ages, hear me speedily, and grant 
my request while I am yet speaking } my frail ex- 
istence will admit of no delay. Answer me acr 
cording to the shortness of my duration, and the 
exigency of my circumstances* My business, of 
high importance as it is, yet is limited to the pre- 
sent now,, the passing moment j for all the powers 
on earth cannot promise me the next. 

Let not my pressing importunity therefore of- 
fend thee. My happiness, my everlasting happiness^ 
my whole being is concerned in my success : as 
much as the enjoyment of God himself is worth, is 
at stake.- 

Thou knowest,. O Lord, what qualifications wiU 
fit me to behold thee j thou knowest in what I am 
defective ; thou canst prepare my soul in an instant, 
to enter into thy holy habitation. 1 breathe now, 
but the next moment may be death : let not that 
fatal moment come before 1 am prepared. The 
same creating voice that said, ** Let there be light, 
** and there was Hglit,'* can, in the same manner,, 
purify and adoia v^i soul, and make me £t for thj 
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«wn presence :'and my soul longs to be thus puri- 
fied and adorned. O Lord, delay not j for every 
moment's interval is a loss to me, and may be a 
loss unspeakable and irreparable. Thy delay can- 
not be the least advantage to thee. Thy power 
and thy clemency are as full this present instant, as 
tihey will be the next ; and my time as fleeting, and 
my wants as pressing. 

Remember, O etemzd God, my lost time is for 
ever lost^ and my wasted hours will never return ; 
my neglected opportunities can never be recalled. 
To mc they are gone for ever, and cannot be im- 
• proved. But thou canst change my sinful soul in* 
to holiness, by a word, and set me now in the way 
to everlasting improvement. 

O let not the Spirit of God restrain itself, but 
bless mc according to the fulness of thy own being, 
according to the riches of thy grace in Christ Je- 
susy according to thy infinite inconceivable love, 
manifested in that glorious gift of thy beloved Son, 
wherein the fulness of the Godhcid was contain- 
ed. It is through his merit and mediation I hum- 
bly wait for all the unbounded blessings I want or 
ask for. 

XXIX. Gratitude for early and peculiar favaurs. 

Let mc trace back thy mercy, O my God, from 
the first early dawn of life, and bless iliee fur the 
privilcjres of my birth, that it was »Qt in ii;e Uud& 
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of darknfss, where no ray of the gospel hasd ffer 
darted its light ; where the name of a Ssnrioar ne* 
ver had reached my ears, nor the trtntporting tid» 
ings of redemptioa from eternal misery had eter 
blessed my soul. 

But how shall I express my gratitude for that 
grace which ordained my lot in this happy land ! of 
one of the islands of which it was long since pio« 
phesledy '* They shall see thy glory» and trust ia 
thy name.^ God has enlarged Japhet, even the 
islands of the seai and made him to dwell in the 
tents of Shem, in the inheritance of Abraham. I 
hare my descent from the Gentiles, who were once 
strangers to the covenant of grace, aliens from the 
commonwealth of Israel ; but are now brought nigh 
by the blood of sprinkUng. Jesus, the great peace- 
maker, hath brought both near to God, and to each 
other. 

I bless thee with all my powers, for the privi- 
ledge of my descent from pious ancestors ; that 
thou hast been their dwelling-place from genera- 
tion to generation, and hast not taken thy loving- 
kindness from their seed, nor suffered thy faithfuU 
ness to fail. 

Thou hast extended thy mercy on me, the last 
and least of all my father's house, unworthy to wipe 
the feet of the meanest of the servants of my Lord; 
and yet, by an absolute act of goodness, I am 
Jbxought into thj familYt and nunibcred mth the 
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thy sight, who art gracious to whom thou wilt be 
gracious. 

I might have been a vessel of wtatb, a trophy to 
thy justice, instead of a monument of thy mercy. 
How unsearchable are thy ways ! how uncontrolled 
and free ! Thou didst regard me in my low estate, 
in more than my original guilt and misery ; for J 
bad improved the wretched stock, andbeen a vo« 
luntaryi as well as a natural slave to sin and death. 

From this ignominious slavery, thou, my great 
Redeemer, hast ransomed me, and brought me in« 
to the glorious liberty of the sons of God. I was 
« stranger, and thou didst take me tn *, naked, and 
thou hast <:lothcd me with the spotless robes of thy 
own righteousness *, I was hungry, and thou didst 
feed me ; thirsty, and thou didst give me to drink 
of the fountain of life. 

What am I, O Lord, and what is my father's 
house, that thou hast dealt thus ;];racioasIy with me, 
in entering into an everlasting covenant, signed and 
sealed, even sensibly sealed to my soul by the wit- 
ness of the Spirit ? Lord I why me, rather than ma- 
ny that were companions of my early vanities and 
folly 1 Whence were the motives drawn but from 
thy sovereign pleasure ? How many are passed 
by, that could have done tliee more service, and 
returned a warmer acknowledgment to thy dis- 
tinguishing bounty t 

P % 
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Yc spirits of just men made perfect, ye ranioi 
ed nations triumphant above, instruct me in the \ 
of celestial eloquence ; tell in what strains of saa 
harmony you express your gratitude for this gl 
rious redemption, while, in exalted raptures, y 
sing to him that loved and washed you in his o\ 
blood, and made you kings and priests to God. 

XXX. Aspiring after the vtsion of God in Heavi 

•* I BESEECH thee, shew me thy glory ;" it wai 
mortal, in a state of frailty and imperfection, tf 
made this bold, but pious request, which I rep< 
on different terms : since none can sec thy face a: 
live, let me die to behold it. This is the only i 
quest I have to make, and tliis will I seek aft< 
that I may behold the beauty of the Lord : not 
I have seen it in thy sanctuary below ; but in fi 
perfection and splendour, as thou art seen by c 
raphs and cherubs, by angels and archangels, ai 
the spirits of just men made perfect. 

O my God, forgive my importunity ; thou hi 
commanded me to love thee with all my heart, r 
soul, my strength, and hast by thy Spirit kindled t 
SAcrcd flame in my breast ; from this rises my pi 
sent impatience; from hence the ardour of my c 
sires spring. Can 1 love thee, and be satisfied 
this distance from thee ? Can I love thee, and n 
long to behold thee in perfect excellence and bca 
ty ? Is it a crime to press forward to the end i 
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which I was created ? All my wishes and my hopes 
of happiness terminate in chee. 

Does not the thirsty traveller pine for some re- 
freshing stream ? would not the weary be at rest, 
or the wretched captive free ? and shall not my 
thirsty, weary, captive soul, long for refreshment, 
liberty, and rest ? I am but a stranger, a pilgrim 
here, and have no abiding place ; this is not my 
rest, my home ; and yet if thou hast any employ- 
ment for me, though the meanest office in thy fa- 
mily, 1 will not repine at my stay. 

But, O Lord, thou hast no need of such worth- 
less service 1 can pay thee 5 thy angels are spirits, 
thy ministers flames of fire ; thousands of thou- 
sands stand before thee, and ten thousand times 
ten thousand minister unto thee : they attend thy 
orders,, and fly at thy command. O deliver me 
from this burden of mortality, and I will serve 
thee with a zeal as pure and active as theirs. 

I can speak of thy loving-kindness to the chil- 
dren of men in a very imperfect manner ; but 
then I will join with the celestial quire, in prais- 
ing thee, and rehearse to listening angels what 
thou hast done for my soul. Here I have a thou- 
sand interruptions from the delightful work, a 
thousand coldand darksome intervals, when my 
heart and tongue are both untuned, a thousand 
necessary distractions that ribc from the miseries 
of mortality} but when these intervals of grief 
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and sin sinW cease, n\j soul shall dwell at ean 
and be for ever glad, and rejoice in thj salration. 

XXXI., ji surremier of the stml to Ood^ 

Command me what thou wilt, O Lord* give m 
but strength to obey thee ; be thy terms never • 
severe, O let us never part., I resign my will 
my liberty, my choice to thee *, I stand divested o 
the world, and ask only thy love as my inheri 
tance. Gfive or deny me what thou wilt, I leav< 
all the circumstances of my future time in th] 
hands : let the Lord guide me continually : her^ 
I am, do with me what seemeth good in thy sight 
only do not say, *' Thou hast no pleasure in me.' 
Let me not live to dishonour thee, to bring ; 
reproach on thy name, to profane the blood of th< 
Son of God, and grieve the Spirit of grace. C 
take not thy loving-kindness from me, nor suffci 
thy faithfulness to fail. Thou hast sworn by th] 
holiness, and tkou wilt not lie to the seed of th] 
servants \ thou hast sworn that the generation ol 
tlic righteous shall be blessed : vest me with tbii 
character, O my God, and fulHi this promise to a 
worthless creature. 

XXXII. Truit and reliance on the divine premises^ 

O Let not my impottuml^ offtT^A\lMte^fotitifth< 
import umty of faith > it w xkv^ ^v.^Vw;X>w53Ki\ 
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Ay word that makes mc persist : thy word and 
thy oath, th« two immutable things in which it is 
impossible for God to lie, give mn strong consola- 
tion. 

It is this that makes me press forward to thy 
fhrone» and with confidence lay hold on thy 
strength, thy wisdom, and thy faithfulness, on 
thy goodness and tender compassion ; those glo- 
rious attributes for which the children of men put 
their trust under the shadow of thy wings. It is 
thy glo^y to be the confidence of the ends of the 
earthy and it was long since predicted, " That in 
•* thy name the Gentiles should trust.** 

Kind Gnardian of the world, our heav'nly aid. 
To vrhaOk the vowt oC ail maRkiod are paid ■ 

Wc pay thee the' highest homage, and exalt thy 
infi:nite attributes by faith and confidence in thee. 

I know that thou art, and believe thee a re- 
warder of them that diligently seek t!:ee. I will 
never quk my hold of thy promises, there I fix 
my hopes j I will not let a tittle go, nor pait with 
a mite of the glorious treasure. I humbly hope I 
have a rightful claim ; thou art my God, and the 
God of my religious ancestors, the God of my 
mother^ the God of my pious father ; dying and 
breathing out his soul, he gave me to thy care, he 
put mc into thy gracious arms, and delivered me 
up to thy protection*- =^ He toU ir:t \)[vom NK^axi^^sx 
never icaFC nor forsake mc ; Vie u\umgVv^^ vsx '^'\ 
J?4 
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Jong experienced faithfulness and truthy and g 
his testimony for thee with his latest breath. 

And now, O Lord God of my fathers, wh 
mercy has descended from age to age,' whose tr 
has remained unblemished and inviolable, ; 
whose love remains without decay ; O Lord, 
faithful God and the true, keeping covenant s 
mercy to a thousand generations, let me find t 
protection and blessing ^hat the prayers of my 
ing father engaged for me : now in the time 
my distress, be a present help ; and if thou i 
this once deliver me> thou alone shalt be my 
ture trust, my counsellor, and hope \ to the 
will immediately apply myself, • and look on 
whole force of created nature as insignificant. 
thee I will devote all the blessings thou shalt g 
me, my time, my life, my whole of this wor 
goods *, whatever share thou shalt graciously a 
me, shall surely be the Lord's. 

Oh ! hearken to the vows of my distress, i 
for thy own honour deliver me from this pcrph 
ty which thou knowest, and reveal to mc the 
bundance of thy mercy and truth. 

It was my dependence on thy promise and fi 
Ijty that brought me into this exigence ; I stagg 
,€d not at thy pronnses through unbelief, but be 
ly ventured on the credit of thy word : 1 tool 
for my security, and can the Strength of larael 
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pent ? Canst thou break thy covenant, and alter 
the thing that is gone out of thy mouth ? 

« O God of Abraham, God of Isaac, atul the 
•* God of Jacob, this is thy name for ever, and 
" this thy memorial to all generations ^" the God 
before virhom my fathers walked, the God thai fed 
me all my life long till now, and the Angel ^hat 
redeemed me from all evil, bless me. Let the God 
of Jacob be my help, lei the Almighty bless me ; 
let the blessing of my father prevail above the bles- 
sing of his progenitors, to the utmost bounds of 
the everlasting hills. 

Bless me according to thy own greatness, ac- 
cording to the unsearchable riches of thy grace in 
Christ Jesus ; he is the spring of all my hope, in 
whom all the promises of God are yea and amen ; 
he is the true and faithful Witness, and has by his 
death sealed the divine veracity, and is become 
surety for the honour and faithfulness of the most 
high God. To this also the Holy Ghost, the Spi- 
rit of truth, bears witness. 

Oh ! great JEHOVAH, Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost, the Lord God omnipotent, hear and grant 
my request, for the glory of thy mighty name, 
that name which suints and angels bless and love r 
let thy perfections be manifest to the children of 
men ; let them say, there is a God that judgeth 
in the earth $ let them confess ihou dost keep thy 
covenant with the seed of thy servants^ thxt th^ 
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righfcou«nc€« is from ape to age, and thy nhn^ 
tion shall never be abolished ; let them see and ae* 
knowktflge, that ih the (cat of the l^ord » strong 
confidence, and his children have a place of refoge. 

Unnhakf n at the lacrrd hiM, 

And firm at muunuint be ; 
Firm a* a roLk the loul khaU rent, 

'J'bat Icajik, O Lofiiy ou t)»cc. 

Memcrandum* 

Tliis act of failJi in God was fulljr answered, and j 
I Icuvc my testimony, tliat ** the name of the i/ord | 
" Is a strong tower, and he knoweth them that put 
" their t.'utt in Kim." 

XX X 11 1 . /Application (9 the divine truth. 

HowLVEk intricate and hopeless my present dil» 
tress may be to human views, why should I limit 
tlie Almlj^ljty ? or why shuold the holy One of Is- 
rael limit hiniiclf ? Nature and necessity arc thine ; 
thou speakeht the word, and it comes to pass ; no 
ob;)t.u:lc can oppose the omnipotence of thy wUlf 
nor n)ake thy designs ineflectuah 

Is t!iy hand at all shortened bince the glorious 
pcrioii, uhcn thy mlj^hty power, and thy btretched 
urrn formed \\\z heavens and earth; uhcn tlie^ 
fcp.icious bklcs were spread at thy command^ and 
ih\\i }iC4vy (^lobc dxcd on iu airy pillars 2 ' 
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The ftroDg fooDdations of the earth 

Of old by thee w«re laid; 
Thy hands the beauteous arch of heav'n 

With wondroQfr skill have made. 

'' And these shall wax old as a garment, as s^ 
•* vesture shalt thou change them, and they shall 
•• be changed j**^ but shouldst thou, like these, de^ 
cay, where were the hopes of them that confide ia 
thee ? If in all generations thy perfections were 
not the same, what consolation could the race of 
men draw from the ancient records of thy won* 
derfiil works ? Why are we told, ^Vj^hou didst 
" divide the sca^ to make a path for thy people 
" through the mighty wattrs j" that thou didst 
rain bread from heaven, and dissolve the flinty 
rock in crystal rills, to give thy chosen natioa 
drink? 

Thou art he that distinguished Noah in the uni- 
versal deluge, and preserved the floating ark amidst 
winds, and rains, and tumultuous billows. 

It was thy protecting care that led Abraham 
from his kindred and his native country, and brought 
him safely to the promised land* 

Thou didst accompany Jacob in his journey to 
Padan-aram, and gave him bread to eat, and rai- 
ment to put on, till greatly increased in substance : 
be returned tp his father's house y he wrestled for 
a blessing 5 he wrestled with xh^ Mtcvx^v^v "^^^ 
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With Joseph thou wentest down into E 
and didst deliver him out of all his adversitie 
he forgot his sorrowsj and ^11 the toil of his fa 
house. 

Thou didst remember thy people in the 1 
tian bondage, and look with pitying eyes ort 
affliction 5 and after four hundred and thirty ] 
on the very day thou hadst promised, didst rt 
and bring them out with triumph and mir; 
Thy presence went with them in a pillar of a < 
by day, and a protecting fire by night j thy 
quering hand drove out great and potent nai 
and gave them an entire possession of the 
promised to their fathers : nor didst thou f* 
the least circumstance of all the good things 
hast promised. 

What a cloud of witnesses stand on record 
shuaand Gideon, JephthaandSamson, who thi 
faith obtained promises. 

Thou didst command the ravens to feed th) 
prophet, and at the word of a prophet didsi 
tain the widow's family with a handful of mt 

Thou didst walk with the three Hebrews i 
fiery furnace ; thou wast present with Dani 
the lion's den to deliver him, because he trust 
thee. 

In what instance has the prayer of faith 
rejected ? Where were the righteous forsa 
Who can ^hatgc GodjV^ithout charging hiip 
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khly ? What injustice has been found in the 
Judge of all the earth ? His glorious titles have 
stood unblemished from generation to generation ; 
nor can any of his perfections decay, or rolling 
years make a change on the Ancient of days. 

Are not his words clear and distinct, without a 
double meaning, or the least deceit ? Are they 
not such as may justly secure my confidence ; such 
as would satisfy me from the mouth of man, un- 
constant manf, whose breath is in his nostrils, and 
his foundation in the dust, unstable as water, and 
fleeting as a shadow ? And can I so slowly assent 
to the words of the Most High ? Shall I trust im- 
potent man, that has neither wisdom nor might to 
accomplish his designs, that cannot call the next 
breath or motion his own, nor promise himself a 
moment in all futurity ? Can I rest on these feeble 
props, and yet tremble and despond, when I have 
the veracity of the eternal God to secure and sup- 
port me ? 

1 know he will not break his covenant, nor suf- 
fer his faithfulness to fail ; I dare attest it in the 
face of earth and hell, I dare stake my ail for time 
and eteinity, on this glorious truth, a truth which 
hell cannot blemish, nor all its malice contradict. 

Exert yourselves, ye powers of darkness, bring in 
your evidence, collect your instances, begin from 
the first generations since the world was peopled, 
and men began to call on the name of the Lord i 
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when did they call in Vain ? when did the 
One of Israel f<iil the expectation of the humbi 
contrite spirit f Point out, in your blackes 
rscters, the dismal period, when the name 
Lord was no more a refuge to them that trus 
him. Let the annals of hell be produced, let 
mark the dreadful day, and distinguish it n 
ternal triumphs. 

In vain you search ; for neither heaTcn 
earth, nor hell, have ever been witness to th« 
deviation from truth or justice; the A In 
shines with unblemished glory, to the confiis 
hell, and the consolation of those that put 
trust in him. 

On thy eternal truth and honour, I entire! 
myself; if I am deceived, I am deceived ; j 
and archangels are deluded too; they, like me 
ro dependence beyond the divine veracity foi 
blessedness and immortality; they hang all 
hopes on his goodness and immutability ; i 
fails, the celestial paradise vanishes, and all it 
ries are extinct ; the golden palaces sink, at 
seraphic thrones must totter and fall. Whc 
your crowns, ye spirits elect ? Where an 
songs and your triumphs, if the truth of Gc 
fail ? A mere possibility of that would dark« 
fields of light, and turn the voice of melod 
jgrief and lamentation. 

What pangs wou\4 iw ^x^tv Nixiou^h all t 
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flibns of blessedness $ what diffidence and fear 
^ould shake the heart of every inhabitant ; what 
agonies surprize them ali, could the word of the 
Most High God be cancelled ? The pillars of hea* 
Tea might then tremble, and the everlasting moun* 
taiinft bow \ the celestial foundations might be 
moved from their place, and that noblest stroc* 
tare of the hands of Gk>d be chaos, and eternal 
■cmptmess-* 

Bat for ever ^* just and true are thy ways, thou 
^ King -of saints ; blessed are all they that put their 
•• trust in thee ?' for thou art a certain refuge in 
the day of distress, and under the shadow of thy 
wings I will rejoice^ ** My soul shall make her 
^ boast in the Lord, and triumph in his salvation ; 
*' I called on him in my distress, and he has deli* 
** vered me from all my fears.''--'Hallelttjih« 

Here I dismiss my carnal hope, 

My fond desires recall ; 
I gi^e my monal iut*rest up. 

And make my Qod my all. 

XXXIV. G/jry to God fur salvation by Jesus and 
his bLod^ 

Let mc give glory to God before I die, and take 
shame and confusion to myself. I ascribe my saU 
vation to the free and absolute goodness of God« 
Not by the strength of reason, or any natural incli- 
liatjou to vinucj but ** by tlic ^race of God 1 asn 
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** what I am'' O my Redeemer, be the vict 
the glory thine. I expect eternal life and haj 
from thee, not as a debt, but a free gift, 
mised act of bounty. How poor would n 
pectations be, if I only looked to be rewarc! 
cording to those works, which my own van 
the partiality of others have called good, and 
if examined by the divine purity, would pro 
specious sins i As such I renounce them : 
them, gracious Lord, and I ask no more ; n 
hope for that, but through the satisfaction 
hath been made to divine justice for the s 
the world. 

O Jesus, my Saviour, what harmony dw 
thy name ! celestial joy, immortal life is 
sound. 

Sweet name ! in thy e«ch syllable 
A thousand bless*d Arabia's dwell ; 
Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices. 
And ten thousand paradises. 

Let an;;els set this name td their golden 
kt the redeemed of the Lord for ever magn 

O my propitious Saviour, where we^e my 
but for thee ? How desperate, ho\^ undon 
my circumstances ? I look on myself, in 
view I can take, with horror and contempt, 
bom in a state of mijjery and sin, and in m 
estate am altogether vanity. With the 
advantages I can boast^ I shrink back, I trcr 
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ipcar before unblemished Majesty. O thou, in 
hose name the gentiles trust, be mj refuge in 
at awful hour. To thee I come, my only con- 
lence and hope. Let the blood of sprinklings 
t*the seal of the covenant be on me. Cleanse me 
om my original stain, and my contracted impu- 
:y, and adorn me with the robes of thy right- 
(usneds, by which alone I expect to stand ji^sti- 
rd befofe infinite justice and purity. 
O enter not into judgment with me, for the best 
itions of my life cannot bear thy scrutiny ; some 
cret blemish has stained all my glory My devo- 
3n to God has been mingled with levity and ir- 
vercnce -, my charhy to man with pride and os- 
ntation. Some latent defects have attended my 
J8t actions, and those very things which perhaps 
ive been highly esteemed by men, have deserved 
)ntempt in the sight of God. 

<« When 1 sunrcy the wondrous cross 
» Od whidh the Prince of glory died j 
« My richest gaxa 1 cou&c my loss, 
•* And pour contempt on all my pride*^ 

^ Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast^ 
•* Save in the cross of Christ, my God : » 

•* AU the vain things that charm mc most; 
•( I sacxifice them to thy blood.** 

Volume II. Q 
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April ^o. ins* 

XXXV. A review of divine mercy and faithfulness* 

I AM now setting to my seal that God is true, and 
leaving this as ray last testimony to the divine ve- 
racity. I caafrom numerous experiences assert 
his faithfulness, and witness to the certainty of 
his promises. " The word of the Lord is tried, 
" and he is a buckler to all those that put their 
** trust inhim ." 

" O come, all you that fear the Lord, and I wiH - 
*^ tell you what he has done for my soul : I will 
•* ascribe righteousness to my Maker," and leave 
my record for a people yet unborn, that the gene- 
ration to come may rise up and praise him. 

Into whatever distress his wise providence has 
brought me, I have called on the Lord, and he 
heard me, and delivered me from all my fears : I 
trusted in God, and he saved me. Oh ! let my 
expeiience stand a witness to them that hope in 
Ills mercy ; let it be to the Lord for a praise and 
a g'ory. 

I know not where to begin the recital of thy 
numerous favours. Thou hast hid me in the se- 
cret of thy pavilion, from the pride of man, and 
from tlie strife of tongues, when, by a thousand 
follie?, I have merited reproach. Thou bast gra- 
ciously protected me, when the vanity of my 
iriends; or the malice of my enemies, nr.ight have 
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Stained my reputation.. Thou hast covered me 
with thy feathers, and under thy wings have I 
trusted : thy truth has been my shield and my 
buckler. To thee I owe the blessing of a clear 
and unblemished name, and not to my own con- 
duct, nor the partiality of my friends.— Glory be 
to thee, O Lord. 

Thou hast led me through a thousand labyrinths, 
and enlightened my darkness. When shades and 
perplexity surround me, my light has broke forth 
out of obscurity, and my darkness been turned in- 
to noon-day. Thou hast been a Guide and a Fa^ 
ther to me. When I knew not where to ask ad« 
vice, thgu hast given me unerring counsel. The 
secret of the Lord has been with me, and he has 
shewn me his covenant. 

In how many seen and unseen dangers hast thou 
delivered me ! How narrow my gratitude ! how 
wide thy mercy ! How innumerable are thy 
thoughts of love ! how infinite the instances of 
thy goodness ! how high above the ways and 
thoughts of man ! 

How often hast thou supplied my wants, and by 
thy bounty confounded my unbelief ? Thy bene- 
fits have surprised and justly reproached my diili- 
dence. My faith has often failed, but thy good- 
ness has never failed. The world and all its flat- 
teries have failed, my own heart and hopes ha\c 
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failed ; but thy tnttcj cndutts fot cv«f> Uijr U 
fulness has never failed. 

The Strength of Israel has neVcr decelTed r 
jior made me ashamed of ihy confidence. Tl 
hast never betn as a deceitful brook| or as wal 
that fal]> to fny souL 

In loving-kindness, in truth, and m tery fai 
fulness> thou hast afflicted me. Gh ! how unv 
ingly hast thoil itemed to grtete lAe ! With h 
inuch indulgence has the punishment been mi» 
Love has appeared thtough the disguise of e^ 
Srown: its beams have glimmered through 
darkest night. By evety affliction thou hast b 
Still drawing me neater to thyifelf, and remon 
hiy carnM props, that* 1 may lean nfrith more 
surance on the eternal Rock. 

Thy love has been my leading gfof y from the i 
intricate stepis of life. The first undesiging p; 
1 trode were marked and guarded by the vigila 
t{ thy love. Oh ! whither else had my sin 
folly led me ? 

How often have I tried and experienced thy 
!rtfiency, and found an immediate answer to 
prayers ? Thou hast often literally fulfilled 
word. I have a fresh instance of thy faithful] 
again. Thoti hast made me triumph in thy g( 
ttss, and given a new testimony to the veradt] 
thy promises. 

And after a\\)Nv\v2i\.\r\?j^Xv^\xde^ what inscnj 
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itjf vcsgos in my heart ? Oh ! cancel It by the 
Vlood of thy covenant. Root out this monstrous 
iafidelityi that still returns after the fullest evidence 
of tfay tn&th. Thou hast graciously condescended 
to answier mc in my own time and way, and yet 
I aoi again doubting thy faithfulness and care* 
Lord, pity me } I belieyei O help my unbelief. 
Go on to succour, go on to pardon, and at last 
COOMquer my diffidence. Let me hope against hope, 
and, iq the greatest perplexity, give glory to God, . 
by believing what my own experience has so often 
fb«uid,-r-tfaat ** the Strength of Israel will not lie, 
*< nor is he a man that be should repent.'* 

While I have memory and thought, let his good- 
ness dwell on my soul. Let me not forget the 
dep^ of my distress, the anguish and importunity 
of my TOWS. When every human help failed, and 
all WAS darkness and perplexity, then God was all 
my stay. Then 1 knew no name but his, and he 
9kmc knew my soul in adversity. ** Bless the 
*^ Locd^ O my soul, and forget not all his bene* 
••fits." 

<* LoBg 18 1 live, rU bless thy name, 

** My King, ?D<i God of love ; 
*( My work and joy shall be the same 

V In the blight worlds above/* 

I have yet a thousand, and ten thousand delive- 
rances to recount, ten thousand uu2i^td-^o\ ve\^\- 
cies to TccsilL No n.omcnt of m^ H^ \i.'3w'^ ^^^"^ 

0.3 
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destitute of thy care. No accident has found I 
unguarded by thy watchful eye, or neglected 
thy providence. Thou hast been often found i 
sqpght by my ungrateful heart, and thy favoi 
have surprized me with great and unexpected ; 
vantages. Thou hast compelled me to receive t 
blessings my foolish humour despised, and i 
corrupt will would fain have rejected. Thou h 
stopped tl.y ears to the desires which would h: 
ruined and undone me, when I mijght justly h: 
been left to my own choice, for the punishment 
my many sins and follies. How great my gui 
how infinite thy mercy ! 

Hitherto God has helped, and here I set up 
memorial to that goodness which has never ab: 
doned me to the malice and stratagems of my 
fernal foes, nor left me a prey to human craft 
violence. The glory of his providence has oft 
surprised me, when grcpping in thick darkne 
'With a potent voice he said, " Let there be lig 
** and there was light." He has made his got 
ness pass before, and loudly proclaimed his nar 
" The Lord, the Lord God, merciful and graciou 
To him be glory for ever. Amen. 
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XXXVI. Some daily experiences of the gracious me* 
ihods of divine providence ^ to me the least and most 
unworthy of all the servants of my Lord* 

FIRST WEEK*. 

I. 

Evert ^ay's experience reproaches my unbelief, 
and brings me some new evidence of thy faithful- 
ness. Thou hast dispelled my fears, and, to the 
confusion of my spirttual foes, thou hast heard the 
voice of my distress. But a few hours ago, I was 
trembling and doubting if thou wast indeed a God 
hearing prayer ; and now I have a fresh instance 
of thy goodness, which, with a grateful heart, I 
here record. May the sense of tliy benefits dwell 

for ever on my soul. 

II. 
Thy mercies are new every morning. Agaia 
thou hast given me an instance of thy truth. " I 
" trusted in God, and he has delivered me. I will 
" love the Lord, because he has heard the voice of 
** my supplication : therefore will I call on him as 
" long as I live." 



* Note, ^'he dihisim of these meditations into sevens 
by the pious writer, seems to tell us. that these lucre the 
dcvou/ fb:u^his 0/ six weeks of her i:/c% 
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HI. 

*' As for my God, his way is perfect ; the word 
^^ of the Lord 18 tried y he is a buckler to all them 
** that put their trust in him." He has punctually 
fulfilled the word on which I relied. Bless tlie 
Lord| O my soul. 

Thy bounty follows mc with aa unwearied 
course ; language is too faint to ex,pt^ thy praise* 
No eloquence can reach the subject. My heart i$ 
warm with the pious reflection. I look upward^ 
and silently breathe out the unutterable gratitude, 
that melts and rejoices my soul. I staggered at 
thy promise through unbelief, and yet tliou hast 
graciouily performed thy words. If we sometimes 
doubt or faulter in our faith, yet he abidcth faith- 
ful who has promised. 

V. 

With the morning-light my health and peace 
are renewed. The cheeong influence of the sua, 
and the sweeter beams of the divine (iiTOur, ahine 
on my tabernacle — — Lord, why me ? why am I a 
ransomed, a pax d^ned sinner ? ■ ■■■^ ' Why am I se- 
joicing among the instances of sovexeign grace, 
and unlimited clemency ? 
VI. 

I boasted in thy truth, and thou hast not made 
me ashamed, ^jy infernal foes are confounded, 
Mhik my faith is downed with success* 
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Oh ! who. hath u«te4 of thy clenc^cf. 
Is greater measure, and more ofc than I ? 

VM. 

As the week begun, so it ends witji a series of 
mercy* Language and aumbcrs fail to reckon thy 
favours ; but this shall be my eternal employment* 
When nature ialb, and day and night 

Pivide ihy wprks oo more, 

fAy ever-thankful soul, O Lord, 

Thy goodness shall adore. 

SECOND WEEK. 

I. 

** I HAVE seen the goir\gs of God 9iy King, in his 
** sanctuary ;*' but O, how transient the view ! 
My sins tprned back thy clemency, and yet I can 
celebrate the wonders of forgiving grace. 

ir. 

What do I owe thee, O thou great preserver of 
men, for easy and peaceful sleep, for nights unmo* 
lested with pain and anxiety ? 

Thoh round my bed a guard dost keep : 
Thine eyei are open yih'ile mine sleep. 

Not a moment slides in which I am unguarded 
by thy gracious protection. 
IIL 

Thanks be to God, who has given me the vic- 
tory through the Lord Jesus Christ. Thou didst 
deliver me from tlie snare of the fowler, the craft 
and malice of hell, and kept me back hovcv vcowv^^ 
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against thee. Be tliine the victory and praise* 

Hallelujah. 

IV. 

Lord God of Israel, ** happy is the man that 
** putteth his jrust in thee " I left my burden at 
thy feet, and thou hast sustained me. My cares 
are dissipated, my desires answered. " O who is 
*' a God like unto thee, near unto all that call on 

" thee !" 

V. 

Thy strength is manifest in weakness. Not un- 
to me, O Lord, but to thee be all the glory. 
F6r ever thy dear charming name 

Shall dwell upon my tongue. 
And Jeaus and salvation be 

The theme of ev*ry song. 

This shall be my employment through an eter- 
nal duration : it is that alone can measure my gra- 
titude. The Lord JEHOVAH is my strength and 
salvation 5 he also shall be my song. 
VI. 

Every day's experience confirms my faith, and 
brings a fresh evidence of thy goodness. Thoa 
hast dispelled my fears, and, to the confusion of 
my spiritual foes, hearkened to the voice of my dis- 
tress. 

VIL 

1 will lov€ the Lord, who has heard my suppli- 
cations. I made my boast in his faithfulness, and 

he has answered ?iU m^ expectation. 
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THIRp WEEK. 
I. 

My last exigence will be the closing part of life. 
Oh ! remember me then, my God. Thou who 
hast led me hitherto, forsake me not at last. Be 
my strength when nature fails, and the flame of life 
is just expiring ; let thy smiles chear that gloomy 
hour. Oh ! then let thy gentle voice whisper peace 
and ineffable consolation to my soul. 
11. 

In SIX and seven troubles thou hast delivered me, 
and been a covert from the tempest, a hiding-place 
from the wind. Hitherto God has helped, and I 
have dwelt secure. And here I leave a memorial 
to thy praise, a witness against all my future dis- 
trust of thy faithfulness and truth. 
III. 

Every day of my life increases the sum of thy 
mercies. The ribing and the setting sun, in its 
constant revolution, can witness the renewal of thy 
favours. Thou wast graciously present in an im- 
minent danger. By thee my bones have been kept 
entire, and thou hast not suffered me to dash my 
foot against a stone. 

IV. 

" Bless the Lord, O my soul : and all that is 
«* within me, bless his holy name. T^\t^^^^.\^V»Q\^^ 
f' O wy soulj and forget nol ;i\V \\\^ \i^tvc^\.^\ ^^^^ 
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'* heals thj diseases^ and pasdons all thy sins/ 
thou the great Physician of my body, as well s 
my disten^pered soult thou h^st rc^tOFed a^d « 
ipe from death apd hell. Bie8««4 J^witt tbou 
*' taken my infiumtiesi wi borne my sickness : 
<< chastisement of my peace w^s on thee, ^n 
'* thy stripes I sun healed**' 
V. 

I subscribe to thy truth, O Lord ; X attest 
contradiction to infernal malicCi to all the he 
suggestions that would tempt my heart tp diffid 
and unbelief^ even against repeated expericQCC 
gainst the fullest evident;^ of the divine v^xm 
J. 

Oh ! thou who never slumberest nor slec 
this night ! this night thy watchful care has 
me from a threatening djmger. Thy eyes wei 
pen, while I wa^ sleepu^, socujrc bctneaih thi 
vert of thy wings, 

VII. 

Another, and a greater deliverance hjis ctov 
the day : I have fodind thy grace 8u£ci€;nt if 
hour of temptation, thy strength has been man 
in my weakness. Thine was the conquest ; b 
crown and the glory thine fpr ever. By thee I 
triumphed over the stratagems of hell. ** Not 
** to me, but to iliv name be tJie pr.w5e, Lc 



FOURTH W££K. 
I. 
Ir is not one of a thousand of thy fatours I can 
record ; but eternity is lyefort me, and that unlU 
mited duration shall be employed to rehearse the 
wonders of thy grace* Then in the great assem- 
bly I will praise thee, I will declare thy faithfuK 
tktaSf and teil to listening angels what thou hast 
idone for my soul, even for me, the least in the fa^* 
mily, unworthy to wipe the feet of the meanest of 
the servants of my Lord. 

How numberless are thy thoughts of love to my 
soul ! If I skould count them, they are more than 
the sand on the shore : thou hast again reproved 
my unbelief, and given me a new convictioa that 
my whole dependence is on thee ; that second 
causes are nothing, but as thou dosC give them ef- 
ficacy : all nature obeys thee, and is governed at 
thy command. 

III. 

O my God, I am again ready to distrust thee, 
and call in question thy faithfulness Oh I how 
deep has this cursrd weed of infidelity rooted itself 
in my nature, but thou canst root it out. 
IV. 

Again I must begin the rehenrs.U of thy mercies, 
which will never Invc an tnd ; for thou dost re- 
new the instances of thy goodu^'i^ Iq ^ ^vi^i Nisv 
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grateful sinner^ Thou \un punctually fulfilled the 
promise on which I depended ; thou hast panted 
the request of my lips, and led me in a pl^ way 
that I have not stumbled. 
V. 

This day T have received an unexpected favour: 
I doubted the success indeed, but thou hast gently 
rebuked my unbeliefi and convinced me, that all 
things are possible with thee, and that the hearts 
of the children of men are in thy hands. 
VL 

Whether thou dost favour or afflict me, I rejoice 
in the glory of thy attributes, in whatever instance 
thy are displayed. Be thy honour advanced, whe« 
ther in mercy or justice : I must still assert the equi- 
ty of thy ways, and ascribe righteousness to my 
Maker. Yet let me plead with thee, O my God, 
since mercy is thy darling attribute, O ! let me 
now be exiilted ; deal not with me in severity, but 
indulgence ; for if thou shouldst mark what isa- 
miiiS, who can stand before thee ? 
VII. 

Thou dost heal my diseases, ^ind renew my life ; 
thou art the guudian of my sleeping and my wak- 
ing hours. Glory to my God, whose eyes never 
slumber. 
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FIFTH WEEK. 
I. 
Thou knowest my secret grief, where my pain lies, 
^nd what are my doubts and diflikulties. In thy 
"wonted clemency, O Lord, dispel my darkness ; 
leave me not to any fatal delusioh, in an affair of e- 
verlasting moment. This is my hour of information 
and practice ; beyond the grave no mistake can be 
rectified ; as the tree falls, so it must for ever lie. 
II. 

Thy goodness still pursues me, O heavenly Fa- 
ther, with an unwearied course ; new instances of 
thy faithfulness reproach my unbelief I sent up 
my petition with a doubting heart, and yet thou 
hast graciously deigned to encourage my weak and 
staggering faith, which has often wavered and fail- 
ed, even in the view of the brightest evidences of 
thy power and truth. 

III. 

Thou dost often resolve to leave my unbelief 
without excuse, by renewing the glorious convic- 
tion of thy clemency and truth. O Jet not the lin- 
worthiness of the object turn back thy benignity 
from its natural course. 

IV. 

How many unrecorded mercies have glided a- 
long with my (letting moments into lhQ\i^\uVc'tS>^\- 
knccj and long obiivion ? How piotv^ \^ "kv^ ^^'^^ 
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grateful heart to forget thy benefits ? 
mazing guilt !) to make an ungrateful i 
V. 

Oh ! nerer let my false heart relapse i 
and unbelief again ; thou hast rebuke 
and put a new song of praise into my i 
dioee infernal suggestions vanish^ that ^ 
object against thy oft-experienced trutl 
I would still triumph, and msult all th 
hell A time will come when thou sh; 
rificd in thy saints, when thy truth ar 
ness shall appear in full splendour^ whe 
ty of thy attributes shall be conspicuous 
from every blemish that the impiety of i 
malice of devils, has charged on thy n 
ous providence. 

VI. 

Let me still assert, that the ways of G 
feet justice and truth ; I have a fresh 
thy goodness to boast, and yet my ungr: 
is even now ready to distrust. The Lc 
my faith : let thy renewed favours silex 
belief, " to shew that the Lord is upri 
** my rock, and there is no unrightc 
«« him." 

VIT. 

Teach me your langu ige, ye ministe 
that I may express my wonder and gra 
thou, who civu^l t^^V^ltv the secret meai 
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80ut, talte the praise that human words cannot ex- 
cess *, accept these unutterable attempts to praise 
Ace. 

SIXTH WEEK. 
I. 

Let me go on, O most Holy, to record thy faith- 
fulness and truth ; let it be engraven in the rock 
for ever ; let it be impressed on my soul, and im- 
possible to be effaced. What artifice of hell ie> 

ttthat so often tempts me to distrust thee, and 
joins with my native depravity to question thy 
truth f 

ir. 

Oh ! may I never forget this remarkable preser- 
tation : thy gentle hand supported me, and under- 
Jicath were the everlasting arms. " Thou hast 
*• kept all my bones, not one of them is broken." 
Thy mercy upheld me, even when it foresaw my 
insensibility and ingratitude. How does my guilt 
heighten thy clemency ! How wondrous is thy 
patience, O Lord, and thy rich grace, that only 
gently rebuked me, when thou mighteset have tak- 
tn severe vengeance of my sin^ 
III. 

I must again begin the rehearsal of thy love; 
Ihou hast eased my pain, scattered my fears, and 
kngthened out my days. Oh ! may my being be 
V9L4me U. B. 
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devoted to thee^ let it be for tome remarkable u 
vice that 1 am restored to health again* 
IV. 
I find thy mercies renewed with my fleeting da] 
and to rehearse them shall be my glad emplc 
inent. I trusted thee with my little affairsi ai 
thou hast condescended to give me success. Lot 
what is man, that thou dost thus graciously r 
gard him ? Even my sins, my hourly provocation 
cannot put a check to the course of thy beuel 
cence 9 it keeps on its conquering way against s 
the opposition of my ingratitude and unbeliel 
and hast thou not promised, O Lord, it shall ri 
parallel with my life» and measure out my days. 

v.. 

JesuSy my never-failing trust, I called oa t 
name, and thou hast fully answered my hopes : 
thy praises dwell on my tongue, let me breathe 
name to the last spark of life. Thou hast scat 
ed my fears, and been gracious beyond all 
hopes : my faint and doubting prayers havf 
been rejected j but oh I how slow are my re 
<ii praise, how backward my acknowledgmer 
VL 

Never have I trusted thee in vain ; Lord, ii 
tny faith ; confirm it by a continued series 
bounty ; add this favour to the rest, for fait 
gift of God, an attainment above reason or 
J am now waiting for the accomplishmeu 
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Acw mc thy mercy and truth ; add this one in- 
stance to the rest^ and for ever silence the sugges* 
tions of heU| and my own infidelity. 
VII. 
How rooted is this cursed principle of unbelief, 
tbat can yet distrust thee after so many recorded 
instances bf thy love ! How lor^ will it be ere my 
Wavering soul shall entirely confide in thy salva- 
tion? Oh! my God, pity my weakness, giye new 
vigour to my faitb> and let me take up my rest in 
^forever. 
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Nunqnam ego, te vita, frater amtbilior, 
Afpiciaoi pofthac ! ac certc Temper aniabo. 
Semper moclla tua carmina niorte legam. CatuHh 

^ VRitNo ! O Brother! can thy dcar-lovM nanie 

^•l€ to my view, nor pious forrow claim \ 

^ early fled to thy congenial fkies, 

* ^ I could know thy matchlcf* worth to prize ! 

****^ ripcn'd judgment gives that worth to fee, 

^**d neit a father loft, I mourn for thee ; 

^^^f thee whofe friendftiip had that lofe fnpply'd,. 

^ yontb my guardian, and in age my guide. 

^7 voice had taught to bend my (lubbom will, 
*"^r*d roe to good, and warn*d my wifli from ilU 
^^'Tiile Virtue, in thy life to fight confeft, 
^ith heav'nly charms had vanquifh*d all my brealli 
^ith borrow'd vigour I had learnM to tread 
*^ path (he points, by thy example led : 
^Ow, my guide loft, I trace the arduous way 
^ith feeble ftep, and fcarce forbear to ftray. 
^ Friend ! O Brother !— but why thus again 
^^ thcfc dear names my toriur'd mem'ry pain \' 
^vuv€i.^oi:£^ t2K?u wile not leave \>ic ikiu^. 
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For Friendlhip's wild complaintt, or Nature's crici: 

Ah ! what availM with fludlous toil t* explore 

What ancient fcience taught, or modem lore. 

Since not the treafur*d (lores of wifdom fave 

The laurcrd head from the deyouring grave ! 

Yet if, bled fpirit, minds celeftial Icnow 

To joy at honours paid their names below, • 

Hear Philomela's ftrains rehearfe thy praife. 

While cv'ry mufc infpires the moving lay* : 

Lays that (hall laft, while virtue boafts to warm 

"The gcnVous bread, or facred vcrfe can charm : 

And fee thy works thro* foreign natbns known, 

JFrance marks their worth, aad makes thy lives her own t 

And confcious of their right to equal fame. 

The rival volume joins with Pluurch*9 name. 

T«Borau.uf Kom^ 
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__ POEMS, ^c. 

BORACJty BOOK I. OOS III. IMITATED* 

lycS. 

V/ Clio, heat'n -born mufe, what happy man, 

^f god like hero, Ihall thy wcll-tunM harp, 

^r pipe flirill- founding celebrate ? Or if 

^ loftier theme delight thee, fay what God 

«M Echo, plea&Dg babler, taught by tbcc, 

^•"g in the fliades of Helicon, or Find', 

^' Hzmus' (acred mount? where Orpheus, fklli'd 

^ Arts maternal, lift'ning rivers ilopt 

"* their fwift courfes, lull'd the winds to (ilence, 

^d made the (lubborn oaks attentive move 

* o aukward dances their unwieldy limbs. 
^Vhere better can the pious mufe begin, 
^han with the univeif^l Father's praife i 
^^ho rules the pow*rs above, and men below, 
^he earth*s wide plains, the fesi's unbounded Witveii 
And laws to all the vaft creation gives, 
With undifputed fway ; himfelf iecure 
*^f own*d pre eminence ; nor equal knows« 
^or aught that may deferve a fecond place. 
Vet Pallas next our adoration claims ; 
'immortal maid, in arts and arms fupreme : 
-^^acchus, the foft amufer of our cares, 
^Vith India's conquell proud : Diana, foe 
"^o bcafts unum*d : Apollo, tuneful God; 
^ble alike to give the wretched life 
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By potent herbs, and villains certain death 
By never-erring darts, command our lays. 

Noi ever ihall the grateful mufc forget 
Alcidts, matchlefs hero ; nor the Twins^ 
Whom Leda bore to Jove : this iIciU*d to Umer 
The fiery courier, this in fight untam'd ; 
Both by the mariners rever'd : for fooB 
As their aufpicions (lar adorns the ikies, 
Tht foaming waters trickle from the rockt. 
The winds retire in whifpers ; blackeih clouds^. 
That eril portended ilonns, divide, and leave 
A pleaiing day, and ev'ry threat*blng Wave 
(So will the Gods ! fo unrefifted fkte !) 
Sinks to a calm, and ileeps upon the feas. 

What next forbids to ilng Britannia's chiefs^ 
In war and peace illuftrious f Brutus firil. 
Sire of the nation ; Egbert, powerful prince, 
Source of a thoufand kings . Normania*s duke^. 
An eafy, and a rightful conqueror 
Of realms his oWn; or (hall I thoTe rccotd. 
Who born beneath a throne, to diftant climes 
Extended Briuin's Glory, and their own ? 
Talbot, a name ilill dreaded by the Gaul : 
Warwick, Aire puniflier of perjyr d kings. 
Who play'd with crowns, and tofs'd the gilded trifln* 
To whom be pkasM, defpifing them, as fat 
Beneath his own acceptance . Dev'reux, long 
By great Eliza favour'd, loft at lafl 
By wiles of ilatefraen, and heroic crimes. 
Who can enough,. or Vere,.or Ca'ndilh praife ? ' 
Or Drake, Iberia's fcourge ? bim poverty 
Paternal, and a jjouth inur*d to hardihips. 
Fitted for vail exploits, and taught to gaio. 
By merit, honours fortune had deny'd. 
Thro* ev'ry age the RuffcU' patriot race 
RiSct in fame. 1\m \»i\^\v\. ^Sl^n'osx ^ija^ 
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Shines with tranrcendent fplendor, and excdf * 
•A.U lefler lights, m Phobc thoie of heav'n. 
Father and Guardian of the human racC| 
Offspring of Saturn, who by fate'a decree 
l^Ifpofeft Anna's deftinj ; preferre 
Thy precious charge, extend her gioriom fwaf. 
May iie acknowledge thee alone fuperior, 
Nor have on earth an cqnal : if fbe drivea 
From her realm's limits the invading Gaul, 
^r on the hoftile land due vengeance takes. 
Haughty in well-got fpoils( fiill under thee 
"^y (h» in mildnefs happy nations rule. 
^o thou Olympus with thy chariot (hake ; 
*^en juftly on thy foes and ours, incens'd, 
^art forked lightning, make deftrudion ceafe. 
And bleiii the- finking world with lafting peace. 



I 
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^KiLt you, MeiTala, with your warlike train, . 
'*' haughty triumph plow the fubjed main, 
^ my hard fate in realms unknown detains^ 
*^o* all my frame a dire diftemper reigns, 
Aod very hardly life itself remains. 

cauld my prayers obtain a fhort reprieve ! 
Woold the grim tyrant a kind refpite give ! 

1 ba?e no mother here to clofe my eyes, 
^ grace with pious tears my obfequies ; 
^ lifter, who in loofe, difhcverd hair, 

^ all the pomp of dcfolace defpair, < 

"koald Ihed rich fpices at my fepulchre : 
Not Delia 's there, whofe prefence could create ' 
"c>ltH and new hfe, each raging pain abate, < 
^ tccoacile my foul to all the iUft ol Uxt. ^ 



l68 P0EM8, (^r. 

She, e'er 1 went, fought ev'ry pow'r above. 

And evVy pow'r feem*d gracious to her love; 

All fpoke a fafe return, yet ftiU (he fear'd, 

And tender anguUh in her looki appear'd; 

Tears from her eyes in briny torrents -fell. 

And fighfl, in rifing, choak*d her laft farewell; 

I too oft* fought pretexts for my delay ; 

•Foul birds and balefiU t>mens ftopt my way. 

Or flars averfe, or Saturn's lucklefs day. 

Oft* 1 return'di a bnger time to wait, 

Mov'd by ill-boding ftumblings at the gate. 

Taught by my harms, let men with caution more, 

Noi tempt the wrath of unconfenting love. 

What is thy Ids, Delia, now to me f 

Or what the fruit of thy vain piety ? 

What have I gained from all thy widow*d nightfi 

Giv*n all to her, and floln from our delights f 

Yet, Goddefs, fave ! exert thy healing pow'r. 

And to loft health a finking wretch reftore ! 

That Delia may before thine altars bow, 

Perform in pious gratitude her vow. 

And oft', with hair unbound, in artful lays. 

Among thy Pharian crowd, may chaunt thy pnuie; 

When I to my poor houfehold gods return. 

And monthly incenfe to my Caret bum. 

O for that age of innocence again. 

That bled the world m good old Saturn's reign ! 

E*er the divifions of the earth were known. 

Or men for foreign lands, defpis'd their own. 

While the tall pine yet on the mountain llood. 

The fafe, unenvy'd monarch of the wood, 

Kor yet cut down, and taught on feas to brave 

The rage of ev*ry wind, and ev'ry wave : 

For yet no mariner, for fordid gain, 

l^iiluxb'4 the ^uiet of the wat'ry reiga. 
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The ox, Tjnyok'd, might thro* the pafturcs ftfay ; 
l^or the tough bits taught hoxfes to obey. 
No doors fecur'd the houfes yet, nor bounds 
To private ufe confinM the fruitful grounds. . 
Soft honey from the folid.oaks diflill'd : 
The (heep, that rang*d unguarded o'er the field, , 

Unfought, to ev*ry hand their, fwelling dugs would yield. 

Ko third- of empire, no ambitious rage, 

^or fell debate, taught mortals to engage, . 

^or broke the calm repofe that blcft the peaceful age. 

^ow, under Jove, reign Rapine, Slaughter, Hate, 

^d wars, and flouny.feas, and thoufand forms of Fate. ^ 

fpare, great Sire! I never falily fwore, 

BlafphemM thy awful name, nor dar*d thy pow'r. 

But if the fatal deiUn'd hour is come, 

^ this infcription placM upon my tomb : 

'* While number *d with Mejfalat martial train,, 
** The toils of land, and dangers of the main 
•• TiStiiiys proved ; by caxly Fate oppreft, 
** Beneath this humble tomb his afiies reft.'* 
iBCt Wve't Qiieen, her ever faithful Have, 

^'UftillfPbted, Aod cherifh in the grave ; 

She Meft mm living, and .will g.uard me dead, 

^>>d to th* Elyfian fields her conftant vot*ry lead. 

^ght fcene of endlefs blifs ! where fcather'd throngs^ . 

With flendcr throats repeat melodious fongs. 

*^* ttolabour'd meads fpontaneous Caffia bear ; 

And purple rofes flourifh round the year. 

Jom*d with fofc nymphs, the ihepherds dance and play, . 

And fport a glad eternity away. 

Alirth and gay joys reign o'er the blifsful (pace, 

And youth immortal fmile» in ev'ry face. 

Unhappy lovers, by ftein fortune's hate, 

And the rough hand of unrelenting fate, 

^B^tch'd fudden from their joys, are doubly bleft. 

With mjitlc wreaths difling^uiih'd from the kSu 



Far from thtfe regkms of antnix'd ddlght. 

Hid in thick (hades of craiafiing night. 

Are the dire manfions and fcTcre abodes^ 

Sacred to Vengeance and infernal Oodi : 

Round the fad feau fulphureoas watert roar, 

Vaft Cerb'nu barks before che brasen door ; 

Tiiiphone, with fiiaky trefles erown'd, 

Laflies the flying criminals around. 

And with the dreadful noife the gloomy eaToa ref^ 

Izion there, whofe infolence durfl move 

T^ impious fbres the royal bride of Jots, 

Fic*d on his refUds wheel, while endlefs yean 

Purfue their courfe, the whirling vengeance bears. 

Tityus extended o*er nine acres lyes. 

And daily food to rav*nous birds fuppiiet : 

And Tantalus, with fceming plenty curfl. 

Sees waters court his lips, yet dies for thirfL 

There juftly fuffer Danaos' curfcd race, 

The horror and the hate of all the dlfmal place ; 

Who braving love, and Hymen's facred rites. 

Could flay their hufbands on their nuptial nig 

There may the wretches howl, who er they be, 

Who wilh'd ill* fortune to my loves and me ; 

That 1 might from my Delia wander far, 

Thro' all the hardlhips of a tedious war ! 

But thou, my love, thy conflancy retain. 

And true to me, and thy own vows remain ; 

In fafe retirement my long abfence mouro. 

Nor form a wifh for joy, till I return. 

Let thy old faithful nurfe be ever by. 

The ancient guardian of thy charity; 

Whofe talcs may chafe the ling*ring (hades away. 

And lull thy forrows 'till the dawning day, 

Sudden I'll come, as to thy wifhes giv'n. 

And feat by fomc ftrange miracle /lom Hcav'n j 



ught^ 
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Then thou, my t)elia, with an hailj pace* 
-Kim nnadoroM and loofe to my embiace. 
Whan, when, yc pow'rs, will that bright mormng rife, 
To paint with livelier red the eaftern fldcs, 
W^h ending all my griefs and dire alarm^ 
Shall give my Delia to my longing arnw, 
'Propitionj Heav'n, all obftacles remove ; 
•^ let me die, at leaft, with tho dear nynnph I love ! 



AN EPISTLE TO A FR.IEND. 
fTtittettim the Spring lyx*. 

^HiLi pious Anna*8 conqu'ring armi 
till pow'rful. guilt with juft alarms, 
Which now (hall foon make difcord ccafe, 
And hlcfs the jarring world with peace ; 
While fancy priefts fedition prat^, 
Artaign the Queen, embroil the date, 
^<1 murmur at they know not what : 
"^ou, Daphnis, by kind fate fent down 
trom the wild tumults of the town, 
^il in a happy rural feat, 
* afte the pure joys of calm, retreat, 
'^^ture, with blooming honours gay 
And vernal fweets, invites thy Hay. 
^ the fair morning of the year 
'0 all its richeft pomp appear ! 
^c the briik fongfters of the air 
T® the forfaken woods repair I 
^car them in artlefs harmony 
Welcome back the fpring and thee ! 
^^Qifli'd from the charming plaiQs, 
^ floore the Huggiih feafoa rcigaa : 
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But ah ! the fad detefled g^ueft 
Still keeps its empire in my breaft^ 
For in the ab(ence of the fair, 
Doubt, anguiih, jcaloufy, defpair, 
Make an eternal winter there. 

Daphnis, to whom by gentle Heav'n^ 
The blifs I languifli for is giv»n, 
Who all thofe beauties canft admire, 
That fct my longing foul on fire. 
And gaze on thofe bewitching eyes. 
For whofe dear light poor Strcphon dies, 
And thofe tender accents hear; 
Which wound the heart and charm the ear ;; 
Gaze not on thofe eyes too long, 
Nor liften to her tempfing tongue. 
Left all thy foul their influence prove, 
And fricndlhip yieldto mightier love. 
Call all that fricndftiip to thy aid, 
And tell, oh ! tell the lovely maid. 
With aU thy eloquence and art, 
What racking forrows rend my heart : 
Tell her, how 1 wafte away 
In never-ceafing moans the day ; 
Wafte in woes the tedious night. 
Yet curfe the duJI, ungrateful light, 
That brings not Delia to my light. 
Each fun with fainter beams appears^ 
Tho* ev'ry breaft but mine it chears ; 
And *till from her my foul receive 
3 he joys that flic alone can give. 
While all things fmilc around, I grieve. 
To her — But ah ! I afk in vain 
Thy aid to tell my am'rous pain, 
Tho' none with nicer judgment knowic 
To £aint diftrc£s,.aDd talbolyroesr 
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Gui artful tales my griefs ezprefs f 
£t^ moring numbers make them lefik 
Not all the mufes can infpire, 
Not the great God that tunes the lyre. 
With all his force and all his fire ; 
Not even her own immortal lays. 
Sacred, to glory and to praife» 
And of eternity fecure, 
Can paint the torments ! endure, 
O could the charming maid but know 
Part of the pains I undergo, 
Paint to none but lovers known. 
And guels my fuff'ring by her own ! 
Ye verdant plains, ye flow'ry hills, 
Te little, gently, murm'ring rills. 
Ye peaceful (hades and filent groves, 
Scenes of foft reft and rural loves. 
Say, for you beft her fecrets know. 
And oft have heard her tuneful woe. 
Is the bright charmer ever kind ? 
Is Strephon always in her mind f 
Does ihe not teach the rocks my name f J 
I Go* wounded barks infcribe her flame i 
To the attentive bending boughs, 
Wlufper a thoufand amVous vows ? 
Chide the dull bgging. hours away. 
And in foft fighs accufe my ftay ? 
Zephyrs bear the charmer's fighs, 
Waft tham gently to the ikies ; 
Hear them ye little Gods of love. 
And all ye awful pow'rs above. 
In your own regifters record 
Each am'rotts vow, and melting word ; 
That firm, unfliaken they may be, 
Aa the ilem laws of deftiny, 

Fg/ymu IL S 
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And the dear paflion may remtin 
Fix'd as your own eternal retgn. 

Daphnis, deareft youth, excufe 
TTie roving tranfports of the mufc ; 
If, while fantaftic joys {he feigns, 
To eafe her real, mighty pains, 
Joys too glorious to conceive, 
Too vaft to hope, or to helicvc. 
Unmindful for a while ihe be 
Of facred friendfhip, and of thee* 
Friendfhip's holy link, that binds 
In (Irideft tics the oobleft mindt, 
My grateful foul (hall never break : 
For thee a thoufand vows I make. 
And for thy blifs, my conftant care, 
1 tire the gracious Gods with pray'r. 

Thro* all thy life may'il thou pofleli 
Uninterrupted happinefs : 
Serene may ev*iy fun arife. 
To light thee to fucceillve joys; 
May ev'ry hour glide fknooth awtj. 
And fmiling as a fummer's day. 
Ko aniuoas thoughts difttad thy bretft. 
And no unpleafing dreams infeft 
Thy downy fleep and iilken reft. 
Whene'er thou lov'ft, be light thy chain, 
And gentle thy fair tyrant's reign ; 
Soft and melting may (he be, 
Artlefs, innocent, and free ; 
And in one word, to fum the reft, 
That thou may 'ft be completely bleft ; 
In mind, in form, in mien, and air, 
•As near with Delia to compare. 
As Heav*n can make another fair. 

Ye Pow'rs, (if any Pow'rs there be. 
That niiod To meaiu % Yixt\.^^ ^^ tq.^"^ 
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Trom your exalted ftations hear, ' ' • 

And liften to my humble prayV. 
Ifour choiceft gifts on Anna ihed. 
Deck with freih laurels Maribro's head); 
JLet the vail minds that guide the ftate, 
fit without crimes or envy great : 
I& lower fpheres my wiflies move, 
I aik no other blifs bat love. 
X«et fuUen ftars refuse to bleTs 
My meaner aims at happinefs ; 
Let envlotts fortune blaft my toil. 
And all things frown, if Delia fmile. 
Tremble, mean fouls, when lightnings fly^ 
And thunders rend the diftant (ky. 
Secure the riling dorm Til wait. 
And crave the malice of my htc i 
Only let the tender fair 
Eafe the fuflf 'rings 1 muft bcai*. 
With gentle pity cure my fmart» 
Appeafe each, horror in my heart. 
Indulge my hopes, allow my fires. 
And own the paflion ihe infpires ; 
While I eternal vows repeat, 
And die in raptures at her feet. 
Pardon, Daphnis, iliil I rove ; 
Whatever fubjed I would prove. 
Still I return to her, and love. 
Delia's my everlailing theme, 
My waking thought, my nightly dream ; 
For her alone I touth the ftring, 
For her in artlefs numbers fing ; 
I neither court, nor hope the bays. 
Too blcft, if Ihe accept my lays. 
Pity the weak unable mufe, 

1 what ihe canooc praifo excufc. 
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Thou toa, my friend, content receive 
The wretched prefents I can give. 
The feeble mufe unpradis'd fingt 
In humble notes of humble things. 
Perhaps when the black dorms blow o'er, . 
When the waves gently kifs the fliore. 
And wars and tumnlts are no more ; 
When peace with balmy wings (hall linile^. 
And brood aufpicious on oar ifle ; 
My foul with the bright profpeft fir'd. 
With nobler warmth ihall be infpir'd. 
With new-bom (Irength fball dare to rife^. 
And in bold flights attempt the flues ; 
Paint all the gay tranfporting fcene. 
And ling the Hero, and the Queen : 
Then with juft fires, and loftier lays, 
ril fpeak my friendfliip, and thy praife : 
Great as thy theme my force fiiall be. 
And all my numbers worthy thee. 



DAVID 8 LAMENTATION OVER SAUL 
AND JONATHAN, 

Or r SPRING of Ifracl, by peculiar grace 
Diftinguifh'd from the i eft of human race, 
With fplendid names and haughty titles proud, 
FavVitcs of Heav'n, the chofcn feed of God ; 
Too bleft while Saul your conqu'ring armies led. 
And Jonathan commanded at their head { 
With a long train of fiiining glories crown'd. 
The envy and the dread of all the nations lound 
Now prelii*d beneath a lofs without relief^ 
And only great and eminent in grief ; 
In aJi the pomp of moving forrow come, 
Xo pay vain ho&oun at ^^i^ut '^im<(%'%\AXB2Gi« 
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Toitr Beauiy and^dtir glcry loft deplore ; 
7be great arefalVny the mighty are no mor*^ 
Ijd all mankind the glorious dead bemoan. 
From pole to pole be wide the ruin known. 
Ye gentle ftreams, with your kind waves difiufe 
Throughout the realms you biefs, the difmal news. 
And bid th* unbounded waters, as they flow. 
Convey to worlds unknown the mighty woe. 
l^inds) that in tempefts Heav*n s juft wrath declare. 
And you that in foft murmurs fan the air. 
In all your fleeting courfes thro' the iky, 
Sear on your wings our loft, and fpread it aa you fly : 
Only of Gath and Afcalon beware, 
•Nor whifper out the fatal fecret there; 
Xeil the detefted race, our ancient hate. 
Hear the fad found, and triumph in our f&te* 
Ah ! 'tis in vain, the long untafted joys "l 

Already fill their minds with glad furprife, C 

Glow on their cheeks, and fparkle in their eyes. V 

The vile idolata:^ the temples crowd, 
With coftly fpices ev*ry altar load ; 
And while the iky's obfcur'd with fragrant fmoke. 
Their fenfelefs fancied deities invoke. 

Their impious madnefs openly proclaim, . '. 

And loud blafpheme th' unutterable name. '«^ / 

With niceft art, the unbelieving fair 
'Give a new lufb-e to each tempting air. 
Point ev'ry dart, and level all their charms. 
To win fome haughty warrior to their arms, 
O*erfome great chief an eafy conqueft gain. 
And drag the conqu*ror in a willing chain. 
The barbVous poets tune their loftiefl lays. 
To reach in auk ward notes the vigor's praife ; 
la artlefs numbers celebrate the day^ 
Aa4^oaft of vi^'ry and of Gilboa. 
S 2 
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Gilboa ! cnril mount ! thou ever hated ground^ 

To after-times by our defeat rcnown*d ! 

No more on thee let facred inccnfe rife. 

Perfume the ncighb'ring plains, and glat the greedy iklet : 

No more on thee let gentle dews defcend. 

Nor heav'n of fruitful {hovfVs the fuccour lend;. 

The dcfart earth nor fruits, oor herbage know. 

But all be wild and barren as our woe ! 

Since upon thee our princes fell, the ihicld 

Vilely abandon'd on thy guilty field ! 

Tbou faix>Jl the dreadful ruin «v deplore ; 

On thee the great are falVn^ the mighty are no mart* 
O Saul ! O Jonathan ! illuftrious pair ! 
How great ! how good ! how excellent yo» were X 
In peace our only pleafure and delight, 
Our only fafety and defence in fight ! 
Philifti^ oft* has felt Saurs mighty hand, 
Fcatt'ring wide defolation o'er the land ; 
Nor Icfs the force of Jonathan has mourn*d, 
Whofe fword ne*er empty to his (heath return*d ; 
But deeply {lain*d, and glutted well with gore. 
The nobleft and the bell the hated nation bore* 
I.efs fwifc the eagle bears his prize away, 
I^efs fierce the lion rends his panting prey. 
Alike their ikill, alike their matchlefs art. 
To twang the far-rtfbunding bow and dart 
The never-erring jav*lin to the heart ; 
Alike they dar*d, and fought, and overcame. 
The fame their martial fire and third of fame; 
Ah ! that their haplefs end fhould alfo be the fame ! 

7 hut haplefs end uue ever mufl dtfiorey 

The great are fdlVn th: mighty are no more. 
Ye num'rous fair that Ifrael's court adorn, 
Above the reft, your prince, your monarch mourn ^ 
Tot yours he was, ftoop'd to your pow*r alone^ 
Yourpow'r that odI^ <;Q^\d txjtt^^lki&vwu* 
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How was Ke pleisM when he from conqued eameg 

Crown*d with frefh laurels and eternal faoie, 

A fair, a radiant circle to behold, 

Clad in rich iilk, and proud in pompous gold ! 

Who ftopt the noify triumph in its way. 

And made the greatcfl fplendor of the day ; 

Who in foft numbers, and melodious lays, 

Made Heav'n's wide arch refound the con<)u*rors praifei 

And by the charming mufic of their tongue. 

Added new glories to the deeds they fang ; 

Who with kind love could foften all his care. 

And more than recompence the fuUeo toils of war. 

How have you (trove t' avert the fate w« mourn ! 

Afcending fplces on each hiU did burn. 

And Heav*n was tir*d with vows for his retuzn. 

In vain, alas ! you vow'd, in vain you pray'd. 

In vain your unavailing off'rings paid ; 

Hcav'n, by your crimes incens'dj refus'd your pray*r. 

And bade the wanton winds difperfe it in the air. 

At leaft, lament the prince you could not fave. 

Shed a foft tear in pity on his grave; 

Sufpend a while the conqdefts of your eyeS) 

And in true woe and uaafiedcd iighs, 

Pay your lad homage at his obfequies ; 

7bi vajty the unlverfal loft deplqre ; 

^e great arefaWn^ the mighty are no more. 
But my wild grief no limits e'er (hall know. 
Who to the public join a private woe : 
Ne'er till my fbrrows with my life ihall end, 
1*11 ceafe to mourn my brother and my friend. 
O Jonathan j like thee none ever knew 
To pay a debt to facred friendlhip due ? 
Tis not in words nor numbers, to ezprefs 
Thy vaft, thy unexampled tcndernefs. 
Not the foft maid, but lately taught to prove 
The wild diforders of unruly love \ 

S4 
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Though tht fierce paflion reigns throughoat her JEramCt 
And all her fool it melting in the flame, 
B'er felt a love like that which thou haft (hewa. 
Soft as the tender fez, and manly as thy own. 
Yet thou art fall'n, alas ! no more to rife, 
And death's cold fleep fits heavy on thine eyes. 
Howe'er, thy name ihall live, the world fliall know 
What ito thy honoured memory I owe : 
To all the wond*ring people 111 rehearfe 
Thy deathlefs glories, in no vulgar verfe. 
Thou in the firft and nobleft rank (halt ftand 
Of conftant friends, a rare, but Ihining hand ! 
Where'er unhappy virtue meets renown. 
Where'er the name of love or friendfliip's known. 
Thou (halt be ever fung ; taught by my lays. 
Old men (hall iigfa, and infants lifp thy praile, 
And ev*ry age and nation fiaU deplore 
7be great wunfatt^n^ the mighty mow m$ wmt* 



TO DAPHNZS. AN BPISTLI. 

pAPBNis, among my deareft friends approv'^ 
And more by me than thy own mufes lov'd, 
Whofe parts mature in Nature's early bloom* 
Give certain hopes of miracles to come. 
Of tender eloquence, and gentle lays. 
And females crown'd with everlafting bays : 
To thee I fing, th^n whom none more can know 
From a foft lyre what heav'nly numbers flow. 
Thou fcorn'ft with me thofe brutes, who rudely wife, 
The whole creation's faireft part defpife ; (^T^ • 

Thou too haft felt their pow'r, and own'd their cocqu'ring 
Thou too, with me, wilt humble altars raifc, 
2ioT blame my thaac, tior envy at my praife. 
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*Oft^htve tKe nrafes their own fex infpir'd, 
■ And with a more than morul ardour fir'd. 
Taught them in wit and numbers to excel, 
Kor field to man alone the praife of writing well. 
^Corinna rivall'd Pindar's nobleft lays, 
And gain'd by merit the contefted bays. 
Old Greece the charming Sappho did adore« 
And hardly boafted in her Homer more : 
Still with her fires the love -fick virgins bum ; 
Her lays they fing, her tender griefs they mourn ; 
Still celebrate her love and her defpair. 
And curfe the viUain that betray'd the fair. 

Of all the nymphs the Roman empire bore, 
When great Anguftus held the fov'reign powV, 
.Hone could Sulpitia equal, flie alone 
Of Beauty and of Wit could claim the throne; 
With ev'ry grace and ev'ry mufe adom'd, 
A thouiand flaves flie made, a thoufand fcom'd, 
And in wild fires for coy Cerinthus bum'd : 
He only her foft meafures could infpire. 
For him (he fung, for him Ihe t«n*d her lyre« 
jLoog fince Death ended the fair tyrant's reign j 
Kow not the ruins of her charms remain ; 
Devouring time has moulder'd all away, 
Kor left one atom of diftinguilh'd clay : 
Tec ftill the charmer in her verfc fhall live. 
And fliall to all eternity furvive ; 
Still in her lays immorul beauties (hine. 
And kindle love and fire in every line. 

Britain, next Greece and Italy renown'tl 
For artfol fongs, a different fortune fouod. 
When ancient Chaucer in unpolilh'd verfe 
Did wottd'rons tale* with wond'rous art rehearie; 
When Spenfer in a mydic Fairy fcene, 
J?»«cl»iia'd the glories of tb« Virgin Quc«a» 
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When the great Shakefpeare charm'd the lift'niag Stage, 

With Juliet's foftncft, aad Othello'^ rage ; 

When furly Ben with nicer judgment writ. 

And bore from Greece and Rome the prize of coquc wit. 

No females could afpire to equal praife : 

Then men alone poiTcfs^d the envy'd bays. 

With haughty ma^dy unrivaled (hone, 

Nor fear'd a (he- pretender to the throne. 

At laft ('twas long indeed) Orioda came. 
To ages yet t» come an ever- glorious name ; 
To virtuous themes her well tun*d lyre (he ftruBg, 
Of viituous themes in eafy numbers fung. 
Horace and Pompey in her lines appear 
With all the worth that Rome did once reveiv ; 
Much to Corneille they owe, and much to her : 
Her thoughts, her numbers, and her fire th^ famCy 
Sbe foar'd as high, and equall'd all his fame ; 
Tho* France adores the bard, nor envies Greece 
The coftly bulkins pf her Sophocles. 
More we expeded, but untimely death 
Soon ftopt her riling glories, with her breath. 
In her youth's prime the charming virgin dy'd I 
Aftraea well Orinda's place fupply'd. 
Phoebus did ne'er before a breaft infpire 
With larger portions of poetic fire : 
On ev'ry fubjeA (he her art could prove. 
Well on each fubjed fung, but heft of love ; 
Ac once (he fung, and felt the plea(ing fmart, 
Luve in her numbers rei^'d, and lorded in her hcsutr 
With what amazing force the charmer writes 
Of the dear pafOon and its fierce delights ! 
I^efs tender fires the Cyprian goddeis moves* 
Lefs foft the am'rous cooings of her doves. 
Warm'd by her moving lays, the cruel fair 
JLesrn to put on a more relenting air, 
ladu\^<i their lovers Ixo^^w, wi^ ^\\.^ ^itfivt ^sSj^ ; 
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Chin age IS fir'd to vnaccuilomM heats, 

The curdling blood a vigorous coiufe repeats. 

And ev'ry pulfe with youthful ardour beats. 

O ! had chafte traofports fill'd her youthful mind,. 

And to permitted pleafures mod incltn'd, 

Sappho had yielded to her nobler fame. 

And only Philomers had been a. brighter name* 

But while toa oft* her guilty fancy roves 

To looTe defires, and wild, tliforder'd loves ; 

Unheeded minds with lewd ideas warms. 

And gives adultery and incefi charms ; 

The good and chafte abhor the vicious lays, 

Aod hate the beauties they arc forc*d to praife. 

Goddefr of harmony, thy fuccour bring. 
While I thy darling, Philomela, ikig ! 
Id vain 1 call, nor hears the Mufe my prayV» 
HorryM away by winds, and loft in air : 
Nor, did (he hear, would aught her aid avail. 
Beneath the mighty theme all numbers fail ; 
AU .numbers flag beneath Jier, bu;t her own ; 
She is ^ifficient to herfelf alone. 
Heav^is I how ihe charms ! how graceful is her mien ! 
Her countenance, how like her mind fcrene ! 
Tooth's livelieft bloom, a never-fading grace. 
And more than beauty fpark les in her face. 
How ibon the willing heart her empire feels! 
Each look, each air, each nxelting accent kills. 
Yet the bright form creates no loofe delires ; 
At once ihe gives, and purifies our fires. 
And paffions chafte as her own foul infplres : 
Her foul, Heav*n*s nobleft workman (hip, defign'd 
To blefs a ruin'd age, and fuccour loft mankind^ 
To prop abandoned virtue'^ finking caufe. 
To fnatch from vice its undefervM applaufe^ 
To lead in piety's forfaken ways. 
By bright example^ aod celciUal Uy w 
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With what high tranTport, in thofe lays we find 

ExprefsM the image ^f her godlike mind ! 

How fmooth her ftrains ! bow eafy flow her lines! 

Throughout the whole, how Taft a genius fliioes ! 

Whatever flie writes, in cv'ry part wc fee 

Aftrza's fire, Orinda's purity ; 

And while her greater glories we admire, 

Lels pure's Orinda's verfe, lefs fierce Aftrsea's fire. 

If (he defcribes the youthful conqu'ror*s charms; 

That gare her liberty unknown alarms ; 

If of the faithlefs Theron (he complains ; 

And, fill'd with juft refentment, breaks her chains ; 

Our fouls with her begin, and ceafe to lore. 

And e'v*ry paflion learns from her to move : 

Or if (he rather tries the rural lays. 

And in a country drefs immorul charms difplayi, 

Our fouls th* enchanting founds tranfported hear, 

Nor Mantua now, nor Sicily prefer : 

With her we feck the defolate abodes. 

The (imple manfionsof theruftic gods; 

We (hun the city, and we court the woods* 

If (he with'Taflb fings the Chrlfiian chief. 

Who, fent by He^v'n to a lod realm's relief, 

While hell and helli(h men in vain withfUnd, 

Freed from bafe fervitude the Holy Land ; 

Or in a fofter and more melting ftrain. 

Repeats thro* ev'ry grove, and ev'ry plain. 

The conftant paflion of the Faithful Swain; 

Unnumber'd beauties in each part we view. 

And graces Italy itfelf ne'er knew ; 

Other tranflations we faint copies call. 

But what (he writes is all original 

£ut when in more exalted lays (he brlngi 

A pious ofif'rlng to the King of Kings, 

Not purer fweets Sabatan Kills fupply. 

Or with more grateiol g^o^nv^a.^ ^^^ ^^% 
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The feraphs hoverio the amliieDt air,. 
Nor think a mortal form inhabits there ; 
Amaz*(H a-^hile they Icaire the ftarry thronef 
To fee on earth fo pure devotion (hewn, 
And wonder at a drain fo very like their own. 

Daphnit, dear youth, ta whom propitious Heav*a 
A kind retreat fromnoife and cares has giv'n. 
Near the calm feat, pure ftream, and verdant (hade, 
Bleft by the prefence of the matchlefs maid ; 
Content enjoy the bleflings of thy fate. 
Pity the wretches who are curft and great* 
het the proud Gaul for boundlefs fway contend^ . 
'Till with bis life his dire ambiuon end ; 
'Tis more than empire to be Singer's friend ! 
O'Woald hard fortune, which has fix'd me down 
To the detefted .hurries of the town, 
Relenting, change my haplefs deftiny. 
Grant fome few lucky hours, and make me bleft like thee ? 
I'd to the charming folitude repair. 
There wait a glad attendant on the fair, 
There on her lovely lips with tranfport dwell. 
And catch each tender accent as it fell ; 
'Till new-inform*d, and kindled from her eyet, 
Sore ev'n my grov*ling foul, at length, ihould learn to rife. 
Then in each grove, near evVy purling ftream, 
Bright Philomel ihould be my conftant theme ; 
In numbers like her own the nymph Td praife. 
And equal the vaft fubjed with my lays. 
The Sylvan gods to hear my notes (hall throng. 
And iilent rivers liften to my fong ; 
To all the hills, and valei, and groves around 
. The babiing echo (hould repeat the found,. 
And Amaryllis*! feUbe IcTs rwnewn'd. 
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AN E?ISTLt TO CLIMBKI. 

Imitated frm tb*,Fmcb e/M. DEf HovLitltg. 
Still muft we mourn your aMeDce,ftill comphdiiy 
And court you from your fad retreat in rain f 
When teeming earth, with fruitful moiilure fed. 
Brings forth new Hcw'rs to deck the paths yon txttd; 
When each returning mom ihines doubly bright. 
And each cool ev*ning brings a charming nighty 
The country (hades may yield a foft deliglit : 
But when o*cr all the favage winter reigns. 
Makes bare the groves, and defolates the plaint ; 
When nature's face is changM, and ev'ry day 
Snatches fome poor, decaying charin away, 
'Tis downright madiiefs, Climene, to ftay. 
What new unheard-of pleafures can you find ? 
What ftrange delights to entertain your mind f 
Or do important reafons force your will. 
And to the gloomy fcene confine you ftill i 
I guefs the mi]^hty caufe : You fear to prove, 
In this vile town, the dreadful thing call'd Love* 
The little tyrant reigns amidft the fport, 
The fmiles and pleafures of the town and court ; 
Nor only there, him cv'n fhc wilds obey. 
And country deferts own his awful fway. 
In vain to woods and folitudes we fly, 
In vain the city change for purer iky ; 
More dangVous ev'n than courts, the (hades may prove, 
And with more eafe admit th* invader love. 
Wild was the place, and favage all around. 
Where fair Angelica young Mcdor found ; 
Severe the dame, and grave, and fternly coy ; 
AmVous, and foft, and tender was the boy : 
You know the reft.— Then hatte from your abodes 
liuvc the weak fiidtcs ol titit II^^ ^u<^ ^^^A^\ 
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t) come, and in a thoufand breafts infpire 
Succefsiefs rage, and unavailing fire ! 
Nor dread th* cflftas of all their treach'roui artSi 
Their koafted ftratagcm* to conquer hearts ; 
Unlefs the Fates aflift, their moving tale 
Will never o'er your native cold prcvaiL 
To prove this true, believe the tale I tell, 
Kot oracles more facred truths reveal. 

As wand*ring peufive thro' the filent grores^ 
I meditate my forrows and my loves, 
paphnis, the terror of our woods, I vieve ; 
A mightier name love's empire never knew • 
None e'er fo well a haughty breaft could tatne^ 
Or warm to fires unknown the coldeft dame. 
Proftrate before a heedlefs fair he lyes. 
Sheds fruitlefti tears, and waftes a thoufand fighs; 
Then love and forrow pleading in his look. 
Thus to the cruel nymph the charmer fpoke : 

How long, my fair, will you your fate delay f 
Still will you idly wafle the precious day. 
And in indifference loiter lite away ? 
Hear always with contempt my tender theme, 
Defpife love's pleafures, and his pow'r blafpheme f 
Ah, no ! the joys my paffion courts in vain. 
Another ihepherd with more eafe will gain : 
His happier flame will your fierce pride remove, 
Subdue your flubborn heart, and melt it all to love* 
All nature owns the God : in barb'rous plains, 
Where half the year is night, and cold eternal reign% 
The frozen race is warm'd to fofc defires, 
And feels in ev'ry vein the genial fires. 
However diftant, the dread hour muil come. 
Which all your' fading beauties will refume : 
Then, in a juft revenge, the offended boy 
May give Ms fuff Vings, and withhold his joy ; 
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Send a frcfli warmth, at cv'ry charm dccafi,v 

And wild dcfircs, you want the pow'r to raifc- 

Ah, nymph ! the horror of thi* fotc prevent ; 

Appeafe the angry God, and yet in time repent. 

Let taftelefs age th' ecftatic bliis defpife. 

Grow coldly grave, and ftoically wife ; 

Do you, my fair, while blooming youth invites 

To warmer fentiments, and gay delights. 

Your fcom and dall indiff'rence difpoflefty 

Receive the gentle tyrant to your.breaft : 

Reward a conftant flame, and yield to prove 

The mighty tranfportt of a mutual love i 

No other folid bleffings mortals know^ 

Hot Heav'n can on its fav'rites more beftoWy C 

To give a tafte of its own joys below. 3 

He ceas'd. The neigh*bring echoes caught the found^ 
The little birds fung tender notes around ; 
The liftening wavefr in gentle murmurs move. 
And ev*ry balmy Zephyr whifper'd love : 
Yet her cold heart in iilence heard his pain ; 
When the heart's lilent, all things fpeak in vain« 



TRE CAPRICE* 
jPr0m tbe/ame, 
NcAa a pure ftream, beneath a cooling fhade. 
Charming retreat ! the penfive Iris (IrayM ; 
Iris, a name to diftant nations known. 
By her fam*d verfes' beauties, and her own : 
Heedlefs flie ro^ ; for, not the murm'ring found 
Of the fmooth waves, nor fl«w'rs^that deck the ground. 
Nor the birds tender fongs could charm the £sir. 
Or cafe her gloomy thoughts and melancholy care; 

At lafl ihe crie«, BondXoNt^l ONini»> i&m^ 
'^hj airfia tyrwiny»iad^oaSLtd^Vxv 
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. Ho more thro* thee tumuhuous fears zr\<c\ 
Pain my idrn bread, and fwell my ftrcaming eyes;- . 
A native coldnefs reigns in ev*ry parr, 
And all is calm and quiet in my heart : 
But ah ! how poorly 1 that calmnefs taAe, 
Forc'd to regret ev'n all my fuff *ringj paft I 
Aku ! the unwary foul but little knows. 
That wiihes for the blcflings of repofe ; 
I» the fad ft ate of idlenefs and cafe, * 

When nothing bufies, nothing too can pleafe. 
The treach'rou* tyrant, Love, lefs^ faintly charmr, . 
Sweet are his ills, and ple»Cog all his harms : 
The mind each moment to delight improves ; 
For all is pleafure to a heart that loves. 
Ib what a tedious round of griefs he lives, 
Who, wretched, his own tendernefs farvives ? ' 
Can one who ever felt an amVoas pain. 
Unloving life's vexatious load fuflaio ? 
Lofe evVy lingering hour, and wafte away^ . 
In dull, unaiStlve indolence the day ? 
Ah no ! return, foft God, refume thy reign, . 
firing all thy fiie* to kindle mine again— *» 
Alas ! thou wilt not come, and all my calls are vaia. 
Cruel ! thou cam'fl an uninvited guell, 
And mad*ft, unfought, a palfage to my bread : 
Now thoo canil all my pray'rs and vows defpife. 
And fcom to gain a weak inglorious prize, 
Laik not for the tranfports thofc poffeis - 
Whom thou, with fmiling fates, and matual loves dtfd blelt. 
The barb'rous, charming youth that rul'd my heart. 
Has taught me all thy rigour, and thy fmart ; 
Hecdlefft of mine, in other flames he burns, 
And hate, or worfe indifference, returns. 
The joy of being lov'd I ne'er can prove ; 
J a& no other now, but that of lovt» 



I 



Have not my fcan and my alarms been vain * 

How am I Aire that t have broke my chain ? 

Don't I, while I defire, already feel the pain I 

What ihall i do f what method take to find 

The tTvt condition of my floating siind i 

See, while I fpeak, the dear ungrateful come ! 

His prefence clears my doubts, and fixes all my doom. 

I view the lovely fwain ; his fight inipires 

Soft melting thoughts, and raging fierce defires^ 

And all my foul conceives the well-known fires. 

Welcome, ye boundlefs griefs, and racking pains I 

Welcome, yer ne*er ta be forgotten chains ! 

Amidft confufion, honor, and defpair. 

Studious ril feed the dear diflrafting care, (prayer. 

And thank thee, gracious Love, that well haH beard my 



PINDAr's ODB to PROSERPINE* \\ 

Tranjlaied from the French of lA, D^E la Motte.. 

INSCaiBen TO THE ECV. MR {OHN RVSSEU 

r. 

JIriue of the gloomy kiug, whofe awful fway 
The dreadful realms of night obey, 
£y unrelenting fete at laft 
Upon thine empire 1 am caflf,^ 
The dreary banks of Styx I've paft r 
* Fis time my faithful (hade ihould pay 
The tributary vcrfe I owe,. 

^nd what above I promis'd, give beUw. 



/ ^ As an incorreSl copy of this Ode has been printed under the 
9f another gentleman^ n»ho pretends not only to have corre&edfi 
trrorsy but to have really written many lines in it ; U is abfi 
necejfary^ in jujlice^ to Mr Ro-we^ t% ajfure the public that thi 
indebted to that editor for no more than two lines, and the alte, 
•fafew words in this poem ; and that {^excepting the removal i 

0r iwQ expletives^ it m ww j^ubbjbcd^a^/3 as tbt.Autbgr wt 
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Coddefs, liftcn to thy praifc, 

Liften to no YuTgar lays, 

Fiz*d in dumb attention hear 
The nobleft founds that ever reach*d thine car. 
Not the fam*d Thracian bard, \ who bold by love, 

Cottid change relenttefs deftiny. 
And eT*n thy foul to tender foftnefs move. 
E'er touch'd the lyre fo well, or ftrain'd a note fo high. 

I-eis than my charming numbers pleafe 

The treach'rous f mufcs of the fcas ; 

The* with an arp nncrring, they 

The lift'ning mariners betray : 
In vain before their eyes they view, 
Dehided. wretches their own death purfue. 

The death they would not wifh to ihun ; 
CharmM to the foft delicious fate they run, 
Aod long to be themfelves fo plealingly undone; 

11. 
Typhoras, whofe vaft bulk and monftruons pride 

Omnipotence itfelf defyM, 

By fad experience taught to know 
Th' unbounded force of an almighty foe. 

Under all Sicily oppreft. 
Feels hills, and plains, and realms lie heavy on his breaiB# 

Oft' ilruggling yet, he moves the ground ; 

Fierce ^tna vomits fulph'rous fmoke, 

And cities fmk beneath the ihock. 
And his wide prifon trembles all around. 

The God of darknefs trembled too ; 
He fear*d left op'ning earth admitting light. 

With dazzling terrors and affright, 
Should fill the pale inhabitants of night, ^ 
And his dire fecrets Hiow to public view : 
While the bright God would with his piercing ray 
Invade th' eternal gloom, and fcattcr bouii^<d% ^v}« 

T2 
f Or/i,w, f Tit Symu* 
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III. t 

With careful hafte the frighted god 
Vifits the upper air,- and gains 
The fertile Syracufian plaint. 
And Fergus* bants made blcft by thy abodc«> 
There quickly all his anxious f«ar 
A fofter paifion did remove, 
And tum*d his flubborn foul to lovt : 
Illnftrious triumph of Chine eyes I 
Iq one ihort moment he draws nearv 
He fees, he loves, he bears away the prize*.. 

O dear companions of my virgin joys I 

O mother dearer than them all! 

O all ye kindred deities ! 
And thou, great Sire, the ruler of the fides, 
Hafte to my aid, and fave roe when I call! 

Vain regrets, and fruitlefs cries 1 
The earth divides to make the monarch way : 

And foon the fad Tartarian ihore 
With wond*ring joy receives the beauteous preyt . 
Its happy lord from inju^'d Ceres bore. 
V. 

Heav*ns! what wild cares her foul.opprefl ! 
What rage her bread infpircs ! 

See ! in JEtncan furnaces 
She lights avenging fires. 
Unhappy ifiand ! defolated plain ! 

Fruitful and promiilng in vain ! 

Thou faw*{l her raging hand 

Burn rlfing crops, a grateful load, 
Spiead wide dednK^ion o*cr Iter favourite land^ 
And ruin all the bleilings it bedow'd.. 
VI. 

Cold, dull rcafon,V\cxvtt \ V^oxxt I 

A noble madiveb kizfi tt^v nivft^ 
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'iTratiTpbtts to vulgar brcafts unknowA ; 
Wild and roving be my fire. 

My numbiers loofe and unconfin'd, 
-'As when above I charm*d, and touch'd th* audadous lyre« 

I would ftot pleafe by artful lays ; 

Let others cartoua- gpardens praife, * 
^Their nice eza6bne& does biit tire my fight, 
' And lefs than happy chance delight : 

I love the fore(l*s w*aftc retreat. 

Where air« irregularly great ; 
Wliere' Nature, uncorrefted, uiifupply*d, 
-Profufely lavilhes her bounteous pride, 
"The foreign aids of fcrvilc arts difdains, 
'And beauteous in her own diforder reigct. 
VH. 

Goddefs, all thy power muft own. 

All inull bend before thy throne : 

Pious prayVs may move the flcies, 
•'And angiy Jove is plea8*d=wtth facrifice ; 

But nor prayVs, nor piety. 

Nor facrifice ^refctvc from thee. 

The fons of art, with fruitlcfs care. 

The tott'ring building may repair ; 
'Quickly the feeble ruins fink away. 

And moulder into common clay ; 
Themfclves to yield at laft, and thy ftcm force tibcy- 
Thetis, who fiudious her great fon to fave, 

Doom*d long before to fail at Troy, 

Dipt him all<0*er in Styx's wave, 
Ifet left a place for Fate, and mottrn*d the daring boy. 

vni. , 

How num'rous are the Worlds of dead, 
That o'er thy vaft domain are fpread ! 
'New nations every moment land, 
And cover all the fpacious ftrand. 
The {kuhhoTD- ddttnitB no inercy "fliow ; 

T3 
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All mankifld ('tis Fate's decree. 
And fix*d as Fate itfelf can be) 
Muft peo{Ae the dark realms below. 
Grandeur, courage, learning, wit, 
To thy. refiftlefs laws fubmit ; 
The king and beggar (hare an equal doom; 
The mightieft conquerors muft come. 
To join the crowds they Tanqui(h'd, in the tomb* 

Vainly, tuneful bards, ye ftrive 
To gain that immortality you give ; 
In vain you feek to ihield your deftin'd head, 
'in vain by nieaner worth would fave 
Your finking carcafe from the grave ; 
Dare ye to hope for life, when Pindar's felf is dead I 

IX. 
Inexorable Queen, thy force pcoclaim, 
In fuUen majefty maintain 
Thy dreaded, univerfal reign, 
Nor own imperial Juno*s greater name. 
Only my verfe (hall with thy pow*r engage. 
Pare all thy might, and brave thy feeble rage ; 
My verfe, which, fpighr of Fate, and thee. 
Shall pleafe to all eternity. 
hct Gods averfe, and hoftile pow'rs 
Level with earth Thebes* lofty towVs; 
Still the more lading notes I fung. 
My country's ruin (hall futvive. 
And rev'rencM even by foes (hall live. 
Charm ev*ry ear, and dwell on ev'iy tongue* 
X. 
But hark ! what founds are thefe I hear ? 
Vhat other mufic wounds my ear ? 
Heav'ns! 'tis Corinna fings ! too well I know 
The rival lyre, and lovely, conqu'ring foe. 

Ah I *cis too much, iii^ukvn^ ttu\<\\ 
To hope a fecond trlpin^^i o*cx wv^j ^^t\ ~ 
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Ko longer t!hou in thofe bright charms canfl truS;, 

Which forc'd cv*n rcv'rcnd age to be unjuft ; 

Thy powerful eyes no Ippgcr plead.thy caufe, 

PreTcnt all cenfure, and fecuie ^pplauld. 

See, while I fpeak, thy weakn^is all appear ! 

Only the vulgar dead, a namelefs throng, * 

About thee crouch and liften to thy fong ; 

While all th' ilhiftrioui ihades my numbers hear. 

Orpheua, who firft in%ir'd the vocal lyre, 

Homer, the Grecian mufe's fire, 
And the gay § Teiaa bard attend my layg ; 
And by their filonce beft procUim my praife. 
XI. 

My charming mufic can afluage 

The triple- headed monftcr's rage ; 
Gentle at my feet he lies. 

No longer threatens with his eyes ; 
And all his ears are bufy on the notes 
That ftop the yelling of his idle throats. 
Here Sifyphus, with endlefs toil oppreft. 
Leant on the unmoving ftone, and ihares a paufe of relb ; 
Fix*d on my voice, there the dire f Siilers lie, 
Their empty vefTels ft and negleded by. 

Ev'n the ftem Minos, for a while. 
His rugged vifage foften'd to a fmile, 

Puts o£E the judge, and yields to give 
The trembling criminals a (hort reprieve. 

The Fates, that never pity knew, 

Are foften'd into pity too ; 
And negligent to cut the tender thread, 
Rob hell awhile of its appointed dead. 

See ! ev'n the Furies iifl'niog (land, 
And OB my fongs intent. 

Forget the r,are of puniihracnt ; 
Aad each a vengiog whip drops gently from iVvtVt Yi^U^ 

,^ '* 4 
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XIT. 

Thus, Rufiel, in the ihades below, 

The godhkc Thehan tuii'd his lyre ; 
While the fad ghofts th* inchantiiig founds admur, 
And uoknowo pleafure» fill the realms of woe* 
Alas! ii> vain I would thy judgment cheat, 

Thou feed thro' all the thin deceit ; 
Thou feed my trifling rage, and counterfeited fire. 

O ! were my foul, like thine, pofieft, 
• Of all the noblcft treafores of the Eaft'; 

Could there in each well polt(h*d line 
.Appear a genius as refin'd as thine ; 
"Were all my vcrfe like thy juft language ftrong^ 

And foft as when thy moving tongue 
Charms cvVy paflion of th' attentive throng ; 

My daring mufe (hould never fall 

Beneath its vad original ; 
Like the Dircaean | fwan I'd nobly rffe. 
Spurn the dull earth, and foar above the ikies : 
The diff *rence ev'n by thee ihould fcarce be known, 
.And the great bard himfelf my equal numbers owxu 



An ode. to DELIA. 

1. 

Eternal God, ^hofe awful powhr 
The trembling feraphs own ; 
When proftrate low before thy throne, 
With cover'd faces they adore, 
And ling thro* all the vaults above, 
^he wonders of thy grace, and glories of thy lovrt 

How vad the pleafuresl \iow "mutv^tV 
*7^Jiat from thy throne in Vivii\^lQtitJvv%\ril^\ 
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*How well they ravifli evVy fenfe, "^ 

And fill up all the foul ! 
' Where happy minds rcposM in thy embnc(^ 
VUnveird before the fplendour of thy face, 

And in ineiFable delight, 

Fcafl on thy love, and on thy fight 

Thro* all eternity employ 
Their pow'rs fublime, and equal to their joy. 
11. 

Fain would the humble mufe afpire, 
And to celeftial tranfports tune her lyre. 

But, ah ! in vain her ftrength fhe trieS| 

Feeble and faint, ihe dreads the ficies. 
And finks the more, the more Ihe firiTct to rife« 

My foul too finks, as well as (he, 
> Forgets its own immortal pedigree. 

Forgets the Ikies, its native feat. 

And grov'ling low in dud and clay, 

Heedlefs of aught divinely great. 

It waftes the precioua hours away, 

In joys that fly as fwift as they. 

The finful flcfti, a heavy load. 

Drags down the bright, immortal part, 
'Weakens its powVs, and fixes all the heart 

Far from its heav*n, and from its God ! 
Terrcftrial objects ev'ry rapture move, 

For them alone it learns to love, 
'^or them with eafe neglcds the diftant joys above* 
III. 

Delia, whom propitious Heav'n 
The foftefi cure for my worft ills has giv'n ; 
To end in wand'ring thro* life's tedious road. 

To banilh horror and defpair, 

"Tear from my heart each wildcfl care, 
-Aad lighten tuoic than hiU its load \ 



ayS ^ POEMS, bfc. 

IasoV down with pity on my ilatc. 

And help, as you compaflionate« 

Thou art my only hope below : 

Where'er I (land, wherever I go, 
'Tia all inchanted g^round ; 

Temptations cv'ry where abound. 
And (hares, and baits, and darknefs all around. 

Inciting Vice, with fatal charms. 

Tempts me from Virtue's noble toils. 
To her deftruAive arms : 
With what a grace the fyr^n fmiies I 
How fair her painted face ! 

Eager I gaze myfclf away. 
Long her bewitching didates to obey. 
And ruth to mis'ry in the foft embrace. 

Thou art my guide, and if thou lead, 
Ev'n yet, perhaps, I Virtue's paths may tread. 
Trace without fear the bright, but toiifome way : 
If thou negled thy care, infallibly I dray. 
Thus, if a poor, benighted traveller 
Sees in the gloomy (kies one friendly ftar. 

He blefles the aufpicious light ; 

Then thro* the horrors of the night. 
With cautious fteps, purfues his doubtful way, 
And patient waits the flow approach of day. 
IV. 

How flrange, alas, my frailties be ! 

I find temptations ev*n in thee : 
Diflblv'd in blifj, and melting in thy arms, 
I loofe the relifli of celeftial charms; 
On thee alone my wand'ring thoughts employ, 
And loft in thee, forget fuperior joy. 

O thou, whofc unrcfiftcd fway 

My wildcft paffions ftill obey ! 
Vfc all thy pow'r, each \ja?« xhcJOi^Kt controul, 
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Jnftruft my feeble fancy to conceiye 

Joys above all that earth, or thou caaft give* 

couldft thou to my frozen breaft tnfpire 
Ooe fpark of thy own heav'nly fire ; 

That I too might th' immortal tranfports know, 
And more than tafte a paradife below! 
Scarce the bright cherubs, or the bUfs'd above, 

A more celeftial ardour prove. 

Scarce all their harps, and all their lays, 

Their great Creator better praife, 
Or reach in loftier notes the triumphs of his loYe. 
V. 

Whene'er I read the moving lines. 
Where well ezprefs'd the lofty fubjet^ fiiines^ 

I fee the joys I ihould purfue, 
And all the (kies are openM to my view : 

Hail, happy realms ! divine abode ! 

Hail, manlions worthy your creator, God ! 

And can a mortal then poflefs 

A place in your bright palaces ? 
Who could refufe, fuch glories to obtain, 

A few ftiort hours of toil or pain ? 
The marty'rs gain'd you thro* a bloody way : 

Sure I could dare as well at they ; 
With vigorous zeal in Virtue's caufe engage. 
And ftem the torrent of a vicious age, 
Inchanting Vice no more my foul fhall warm ; 

1 fee the fiend reveal'd in open light : 

Heav'ns ! how the hideous form offends my fight { 
AmazM I ihiink away, and wonder ^ihe could charm. 

How foon the noble warmth'ti decay'd ! 

How foon the gen'rous raptures fade ! 
I ccafe to read ; and now they are no more. 
And I grow faint and wretched, as before. 
O help me ftill ! let the great theme you've fung 
SciU eatcitain your thoughts, and d^NcW xji^oii ^oui \»ii^gMt\ 



^90 ^ fOUMif&C* 

Whene'er I fink, whene'er I fall, 
Attempt the heiv'niy ftrtin, 
Afgn'tn my fpiriti to }uft heights reetllf 
Touch er'ry fprightly flrhig ind niCe nsy (bol igite« 

Vl. 
Bo may pure joyt crown eaeh retumtng dt)r» 
8oft be thy nightt, and er'ry dream be gty ; 
Roll fmooth each hour, thy bread no trouble ft&rtt 
Bui the kind, gentle caret of mutual lot e I 

80 long may thy inrpiring page, 
And bright hcample bleft the ri&ng age ; 
Long in thy charming pHibn mayft thou (Uf, 
l.tte, Yery Ute, afcend the well-known way, 
And add new glorief to the realms of day ! 
At leaA, Heav'n will not, furc, thii prayV deny $ 

Short be my life'i uncertain date, 
And earlier long than thine the deOlnM hour of fate ! 

Whene'er it Comes, may'ft thoii be by. 
Support my finking frame, and teach me how to die; 

Baniih dcfponding nature*i gloom, 

Make me to hope a gentle doom. 

And fit me all on joys to come ; 
With fwimming eye« Til g>izc upon thy charme, 
• And dafp thee, dying, in my fainting armi ; 
Then pcntly leaninj^ on thy breaft. 
Sink in foft flumbcru to eternal refl ; 

Without a ^oan rcfign my breath, 

Nor fhrink at the cold armi of death ; 
The Rhaftly form (hall have a pleafmjf air, 
And all thingfi fmile, while Hcav'n and thou art there, 
Vtl. 
Now of immortal crowns poffeft, 
Hunihly adoiinj^ with th' infrrior bleft, 

I'll /cave fa(h moftal cart \)^V^ \ 
'Only wy kit for thcc ftuW nv;*ct u yiTWWwtit* 
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rer ftorms are threat'ning, 111 be near, 

he danger, and prevent thy fear ; 

ogle with the bright deff ending tbroDgf| , 

learn from thine to raile my fongs. 

Rrhcn thou muft at laft rifign to Fate» . 

by departing foul I*U wait, 

I fttidious pleafure guide nfiy fair 

»' the firft paths of blifsful air ; . 

«d by thee, purtoc a loftier road, 

pper regions daring foar, 

realms of bills unknown before, 

r*n's inmpft palaces explore, 

ar th' enjoyment of a fmiling God, 

>w*rs, new graces ihall adorn my mind, . 

like thine exalted and xeiinM : 
Bame {hall with my (Irength improve; 
le we a tuoefuLoff'ring bring, 

taught by chee I too (hall ling) 

zU thro' endlefs years the Fountain of our.love^ . 



AN OPiX Olf LIBCRTT. 

I. 

3HTEST offspring. of the ikies, 
fource, from whence to haple£( mortaU flflfflP 
fure iincere and noble joy«, 
'ry real blefliog left below, 
.ortal Liberty ! to thee- 
tribute of my voice I bring ; 
Ps, accept the difproportioa*d praiie, . 
;pt the wtll-dedgniag lays> 
[ean and humble tho' they be, 
wrong the mighty theme they fing x 
majr better plead thy glorious caufe, . 
r Ursias, fecurc of juft applauSie.*, 
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But none could e'er admire thy beauties more. 
Or with a purer ztsX at thy bleft (hrine adore^ 

II. 
Of his own im)^ thee, the nobleft par f , 

To new-born man th* Almighty gave % 

Thee deep infixM within his heart. 
The principle of all that*i good and brave. 
And well on earth thy dictates were purfu'd,. 

When (hining with nnfullied grace 

His work the pleas'd Creator viewed. 

And bled a well- defer ving race, 

Bleft the rifmg golden age ; 
Too foon, alas 1 it ceasM, fucceeded impioui rage ; 
And vile, degenerate men deferv'd to be 
Hated to Heaven, and ignorant of thee. 

III. 
To endlefs ages be the monftcr curft, 

That baniih'd thee from nations fird f 
Who for fond notions of unbounded pow*^rr 
(Heav'n's right alone) defpi8*^d a lawful fway ; 
"Could think it great to ruin and devour, 
And force unwilling wretches to obey. 

Nor Icfs reproaches load his head, 
Be he the fcom of all th' illuflrious dead f 

Who firfl could live and be a flave. 

With fervilc awe could bear unbrokc 

On his bafe neck the galling yoke ; 
Nay more, (ye Pow'rs) could blefs the tyrant's reign. 

Submit with plcafurc to his fate, 
Praife the dire ills of arbitrary ftatc, 
Thy facred name blafpl^cme,. and hug the hated cbain« 

How far unlike thofe fouls that, form'd 
Of purer mould, of more celcftial clay, 
By thy great ruUs had all their bofoms warm*dy 
Amd toddc iinpaticni- of ttiicc^^^\ Ivi^^, 
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fere born in happy climes above the reft 
)i loft abandoned men, by thy bright prcfencc bleft \ 
\ GoddefH ! could I feel but half the fir« 
*bat cauft'd the deathlefs adions 1 admire, 
Thro' which nnmov'd thy vot'rics ftooi 

Sail true to honour, and to thee, 
Ifpous'd thy caufe> and lavifh of their blood, 
Lun thro* a thoufand certain deathsf to fet their country &ee ? 
IV. 

rd fing their deeds, and (tng thy pratfe^ 

In fuch vaft, fiich lofty lays, 
liat not alone the neighb'ring hills around, 
tilt heav'n's wide arch fliould echo to the fovpd ; 

Tyrants fbould hear the moTing ftrain ; 

Tyrants, in nations yet unknpwn, 

Should fcatter bkifiiigs from the throne^ 
kad try the pleafures of a gentle reig^ ; 
And crowds of fcnfelefs fiaves agaitr; 

Strange miracle ! (hould turn to men* 
V. 

All other fuccour I rcfufe; 
^y glorious theme, be thou alone my mufe t 

The humblcft bard, if thou infpire. 

Shall touch the firing, and tune the lyre^ 
Lnd kindle to a more than mortal fire ; 

With forces not his own (hall rife, 

Leave far the airy Alps below, 
knd mountains revVend with eternal fnow, 
knd foar with daring flight above th' inferior fkies'^ 
VI. 

UnjuAIy we Apollo praife. 

Author of verie,^ and God of lays ; 
Vor he to Linus did his art in'fufe, 
4or Orpheus learn*d it from his partnt mufe; 

Can aught or great or charming be. 

That kaowf anotber /burce tbaa thc«^^ 
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By thee the fird of poeti taught, 

(Whom Heav*n a great deliy'rer gave, 

Ifrael't faYourite font to fave). 
Sang the AupenduotM miracles he wrought : 
He fung a race by long oppreflinn broke. 
And funk beneath the curft Egyptian yoke, 
Set free, and led from out the barb'rous land. 
By figni furpafling faith, and Heav*n*t extended hand*! 
Yet fo deliTer'd, that they feem to be 
Abandoned to more certain mifery ; . 

They view the raging Tea before. 

With angry J)illowi la(h the ihore \ 

Their foei more dreadful, urge behind. 
And eager on their prey, outArip the wind*' 
In Yain your chariots and your hoft purfue. 
Almighty vengeance fliet more fwift than you*-. 

The fca rctir'd with joyful hade, 

While thro' its depths the Hebrews pad ; 

Yet with more joy turn*d back its waves, 
1** o*erwheIm the tyrant, and hift herd of flavear 

VII. 
Thine too the numbers, when his awful tongue 
Call'd hcav'n and earth to lUlcn lo hi* fong, 

To hear a tale, 9 fight to view, 
Strange beyond thought, beyond example new': 
A people proud by Hcav'ii's prute«5tion made. 
Secure amidft furrouuding troop-* of foes. 
Thro' wil'is unknown and trackUfa del'crtk led, 
To vitfhiry, to frctdom, and rcpofe ; 
To whom the rock^ guvc water, bread the Ikiet; . 
And ev'ry flightcft want found fure fuppHca 

From nevcrceafmjy prodigies; 

Bafc and unj^ratcful, murmur'd flill, 

ScornW to be fav'd aj^ainft their will, 
Mourn'd in warm tears ihc\r WoVtu c:\v^) 
And wJh'd for naufwm» Uj^v<;vy ^^iuo^ 
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Well, wretches ! you fhall quickly proye 

The blc flings of the (late you love ; 

>oon will your crimes the Heav'ns provoke 

To curfe you with a foreign yoke. 
Tien your repentant grief and ardent prayV, 
ITill reach yon azure vault, and ev*ry God that's the^'C ; 

The PowVs will lend a pitying ear, 

The PowVs, tho* much inccns'd, will hear : 

•Commiflion'd heroes (hall arife, 

Arm'd with the vengeance of the (kies ; 
Tho(c righteous force (hall the Loll nation fave, (j?5»^c« 

nd make fierce tyrants, in their turn, fe«I all the woes they 
h* event confirm'd his words ; of peace polleft. 

Weakened by luxury and reft, 
y Heav*n abandon *d, by themfelves betray*d, 
hey fell an helplefs prey to all that durft invade 
hen great deliverers to their refcue came ; 

A (hining lift, each glorious name, 

Worthy of Liberty and Fame ! 

vnr. 

Begin my Mufe, With Ehud's praife, 

£hud claims the nobieft lays ; \ 

His fingle and unaided hand 

Freed, by one daring ftroke, the land : 

He ((brink, ufurpcrs, as you hear !) 

Free from danger as with fear. 

Attacked a tyrant on his throne. 

And readi'd his life, yet faVd his own. 

IX. 
The laurels galn'd near Kilhon's ftream 
By Deborah, be next thy theme. 
make the Hebrew matron juftly known. 
Requires fuch numbers as her own : 
It who, like her, can terribly delight, 
i/nt the dire horrors of th* amazing fight, 

'^^////^^ II. V 
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All heaven's artiHery difplajr. 
And fet the ftars embatterd in array f 

X. 
What wonders troops, tho* defpioibly few,. 
Engaged for freedom, and by heroes led, 
'Gainil mighty crowds of ilav«s can do^ 

Xiet Midian*s Tanquifh'd armies tell. 

Who by the fword of Gideon fell. 
Or from his terrors fled. 
Happy the chief in num'rous conqueiU woal 
Happy in all the ibfter joys of peace ! 
Happy, in fev'nty males, a large increafc ! 
Yet more unhappy in a tyrant fon ! 
The hated prodnd of a lawlefs flam^f 
Stain to his blood and ruin to his name : 

For whom all iirael curil him more. 
Than for his pious care they e*er had bled befor% 

XI. 
Abimelech, by crimes unknown, 

Afcended to the guilty throne ; 

By crimes unknown he fiz'd his powV, 
Three whole years, a tedious age ! 
Iirael felt the moniler's rage. 

Heav'n and earth could bear no more : 
Profbate and groveling on the ground he Uc9| 
Defpair and horror in his dying eyes ; 
By a vile woman reach*d, his curil deiigning brainy 
Mix'd with the clotted gore, befmears th* illuHxioQS pkis 
Go ! by thy brother's blood begin thy fway,. 
By envious murders blacken evVy day. 
All human and all Cicred laws defy. 
And wake the ileeping juftice of the iky ; 
Then, full of honour, to the ihades defcend» 
And to the envying ghoils relate thy glorious end ! 
Tbos, thus, ye Pow*r«, coxuAudt ^U impious flate ; 
Ma/ none thai maicU bis cs\i^^* t, « tot^ ^itfJ^\ Vv*5 
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XII. 
Sitig Jephtha next, my Mufe ; if verfe can cr»w» 
Deferving heroes with renowD, 
The brave, th' unhappy ihall be fang, 
Fix ev*ry li(l*ning ear, and dwell on ev'ry tongo?* 
The chief, with Amnion's fons in fight engag'd. 
When with uncertain force the battle rag'd^ 
Thus fuppliant vow*d : If by my hand. 

Peace and fafety glad the land ; 
To you, ye fov'reign Pow'rs, that blcA 
My righteous arms with wi(h*d fucceisy 
Whatever firfl meets my return, 
Upon your altar ilain ihall burn* 
Heav*n heard ; and Conqueft hov'ring io the fkf. 
Flew to the jufler fide, the fervile fquadront fly. 
His only hope, a nymph divinely fair. 
Ran with fwift joy to meet her doom ; 
To bid the gen'f al welcome home 
From the rough toils of war. 
Heav'ns! what a fight ! can words, can lays eiprefii 
Th' unbounded woes, th' extent of wretchcdnefs ? 
Qriev'd, yet refolv'd, he view'd the charming maid. 
And his dire vows with ftridl obedience paid* 
See to the ihrine the lovely vidim bound ! 
A thoufand loft adoring youths around 
Shrink at the ftroke, and faint beneath the wound : 

The father dropt a tender tear ; 
But foon refleding on what Heav'n had done, 
And freedom fettled by the conqueft won, 
He check'd his rafli complaint, nor judg'd the prize too dear. 
XIII. 
WhateVr in fables daring Greece 
Boafts of her Thefeus, and her Hercules, 

In Samfon Ifrael view'd, and blell 
fbcgift 0/ Heaven employ *d to give them ViSL 
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Witnefs his ftrength, ye thoufands ilaia 

By him, unarm* d on Lehi*s plain! 
/ Witnefs, ye mafly gates, he tore, 
And on his (houlders a light burthen bore! 
O ! had he dill been true to Freedom's caufe. 

And never £elt a meaner care, 
X/nriTal'd then had been hit juft applaufe, 
l^or Ifrael's annals known a name fo fair; 

But he to luftful fires a prey. 

In a deceitful harlot's arms, 

Heedlefs of Virtue'vdeathlefi cfharmi^ 

Idly confum'd the precious day. 
Jullly he loft the ftrength th* immortals gaTC 
Not for fuch uTej juftly was made a ilave : 

With freedom too deprived of fight, 
Wafted in fcrvile works, the conftant jeft 
Of barb'rous foes, and fport of ev'ry teaft ; 
Doom'd by his woes to heighten their delight. 
His fuft'rings move the flcies ; his force returns. 
And all the hero with new vigour bums. 
* Twas a great fcftival, and crowds refort ; 
CollcAed nobles fill the fpacious court ; 
The Hebrew captive's call'd, to finifh all the fport- 
He comes, the crowd the roofs with clamours rend* 

He grafps the folid pillars in his hand. 
Beneath the gnrfp the folid pillars bend, 
Down finks the pond'rous pile, and cruflies half the land. 

The conqu'ror fell amidft the flain. 
And, dying, favM a wretched race in vain; 
Umrt'*d, and undefervlng to be free. 
They foon abandon'd dear-bought Liberty, 
Chofe the vain fplendour of a lawlefs throne, 
-And fix'd their children's ruin, and their own, 
XIV. 
Greece, witK IwCpiuVAe cwt, 
ilec-r: vM and Ucft vVvc f^fvr.^ ^a:* •. 
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.thcns moft ador'd her charms, 
s renown'd in arts and arms, 
tl^e Goddcfs lov'd the grateful place ;. 
mod (he chofe to fix her feat, 
(ludious form'd a godlike race,. 
I minds divinely great. 
e a I] tyrant rofe, with treach'rout art» 
ed to feduce the people's hearts ; 
>thing charms to force their fenfe away, 
:c their liberties an eafy prey : 
is rule ; but heroes jufUy free 
»w no gentle tyranny. 

bani{h*d, he as oft* returned, 1 

•born fouls the gilded bondage raoiim*d*. 

he dy*d : unequal to the weight, 

in fullen ugour rule the flate : 

ng ; for foon a chofen band,^ 

w'ell-concerted plots confpird 

d the tjTants to their fire, 

1 eafe the groaning land* 

m in ait above the reft-, 

1 fuperiur glories ftands conftft. 

rcat theme, ye Mufes, tune your lays 

1 to fing the glorious harlot's praife ; 

)e her praife, but in oblivion ly 

r former infamy ! 

)' her fatal beautiei could entice 

tue's manly joys to the foft banc of vice ! 

eedlcfs youth in wanton eafe, 

take the gay perdition pleafe ! 

iliall think her crimes undone, 
ling real, but the fame the won« 
jiton lov'd the dame ; 
on, moft renown'd of thofe 
''J dcHfudion on theit country's l^t^^ 
yet not abanJon'd to his filftixie, 

^3 
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I.OVM Athens more i ofitf la her anu 

He figh'd for freedom^ noblBr ckavms : 
Oft* mighty fcngcui^c would hii thoughts cmpbf, 
Diilurb his loofer hours, and ifltermpt the joy. 

The fair herfelf at laft wa»warm*d, 

And with new fire her hero arm*d, 
Bleft his defigD, aad taught hint is her turn 
To court brave death, and (haiaeibl h£e to (com* 

XV. 
f One tyrant falls ; ftem Hippias ftili funriTes^ 
And for his brother's fe^s his OfiurdVers liineat 
Some prove his rage, but more efcape, by £ate 
Referv'd the future patriots of theit (Ute. 

Xieana, urg*d ia miii^ fiippRil 

Th' important fecrct in her breaO; : 
Her tender limbs now curft tormentors tear. 
And wafte their barbarous arts upon the fair ; 
In ev*ry nerve convuliive horrors reign, 
And flruggling nature finks beneath the pain : 
Thrice on her lips the half.form'd accents hung^ 
As oft' th* undaunted heroine ilopt her tongue ; 

But when (he found her courage fail. 

And all the fofter iex prevail^ 

Begone, (he cry*d, fiaUie, tfcach'rous part. 

Unworthy of my grcatec heart ! 
She fpoke, and tore the traitor from his plac& 
And fpit it in the trembling tyrant's faceu 

XVI, 
Taught by the great exampiie^ Athens rofc; 
Par from the happy laud. the tyrant flies. 
And Peifia's realm a fafe afylum chofe ; 
There the proud monarch, with a. tender care, 

Receives his fellow raviiher ; 

Grants him of flaves immcnfc fupplies, 
T0 liberty a gWiou* fewV^^L^v 
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That great Miltiades might be divme,. 
And Marathon in deathlefe honours ihifle« 

XVII. 
But Xerxes* arms for vengeance, to his caufe 
Millions of flaves,' a world in fetters draw« c 
Swell'd into madnefs, as the tyrant view*d 

The vaft, unnumber'd multitude ; 
Sure ruin his prefuraptuous thoughts- decree 
To Greece, and ev'ry land that dar'd be free : 
Nor vain his pride were it to numbers giv'n 

To change the firm refolvcs of Heav'n, 
The groaning earth th* unwieldy burden feels, 
Exhaufled rivers fcarce fupj^y their meals. 
Europe from Afia to divide,. in vain 

Rolls its fierce waves the eaftern main : 
The monarch fpeaks, and fwifc at his command 

The hb'ring fquadrons join the land. 

With laflies and with chains he awM, 

The courage of the watVy god; 

The culling billows foam no more, 
And tann'4 to. dull fubmiffion kifs^ the fiiore : 

All nature (hrinking from his rage, 

Scarce dar*d in Freedom's caufe engage ; 
Sufpended ev*n the Goddefs feem'd to ftand, 
Doubted of Fate's decree, and trembled for the land, 

XVll!. 
Three hundred Spartans, (Heaven requlr'd no more. 

To fhake th' intolerable powV) 
Thy ftrcights, Thermopylae, fecure ; and there 
Sullain the wildcft fiiry of the foe ; 
Yet think it cowardice no more to dare, 
7'hey feck the combat, and prevent the blow. 

Thus ilTue from the Lybian wood 

Fierce lions prcf^'d by want of food ; 

O'er weak indofures force their way, 

Fill ail the /pacioos folds wUb bluod. 
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And make the trembling fugitives their pref r 
No more the bleating troop th* invaders fears^ 

Than Perfia*» hoft their conquerors. 
The monarch feu Iks behind his fartheft bandft, 
Dcftin'd to perilh by lefs noble hands. 
His coward vaiTals ttfreaten from afcLr, 

And diftant, dart a mifiive war ; 

The chiefs urge on the nge, they wound> 
And deal incvicable death around ; 
Then with their gidrious toils oppreft. 
And tii'd with conquVing, fink to reft; 

XIX. 
ricas'd, i» th* Eiyfian fbades they hear 

The honours by their country won, 
The numerous glories of 'a war 

Ended by woflders, as begun. 
Befcending heroes, proud in conqueft, tell 

What numbeis at PlatseaYell ; 

At Mycale, what heaps of flain. 
And Salamis, difcolour'd all the main. 
The curfed inftrumcnts of public woe 

Crowd all the wide infernal plains ; 
There juftly fentenc'd, undergo 

Infinite tortures, and eternal chains, 
Sut the dire * monfFer, whofe unbounded rage 
A gen'ral ruin only could afitiage, 

Fills all the griily rukr's mind, 

And ev*ry thought's employ'd,. to find 
Some equal puniihment, fome full reward^. 
For all he aded, and for all he dar'd. 
All hell is bufy to prepare his doom, 
Stern juftice waits impatient 'till he come ; 
For him Omnipotence ezhaufts his A ore 
Of vengeance yet improv'd, and plagues unfelt hcfort 
For him with dcubk ta^e \i\t ^«^ \ft\iwiu toax* 
♦ XcTJueu 
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The gloomy (hade- defcends ; a wretched flave, 

Mean as himfelf, and in this only braw, . • ^ 

Sent him, unpity'd, to a fordid gravci 

XX. 
The deathlefs trophy of the PcrQc wars '^ 
Iflteftinc broils (a dreadful fcene !) facceed,. - 

Inglorious triumphs^ and difhoneft fears; 
While Grecians braved fons confpire to make thtir parent blec^ 
Had but their matcMef» virtue been employ*<i 

In the foft arts of gentle Peace, 
Or fav'd the free, and flavea alone dellroy*^ ; 
Ulyffes' fame (hould yield to Pericles, 
And the great youth ll* whom Socrates infpir'd,' 
Beyond the fon f of Thetis be-admir*d'. 
In how bright luftre had the Theban | ihone, 
Had only barb'rous hofti his valour known \ ' 
Nor Sparta can-of herLyfander boail, 
Since all the hero in .the tyrant's loft. 

Forbear, illuftrious fouls, forbear 
To tempt the angry flcics ; 

The Pow'rs fo much incens'd, prepara- 
Your madnefs to chaftife-: 

An unknown, defplcable hand 

Shall join you in one common woe^; 

At Cheronaea ilrike a fatal blo|^, 
And drive th' unwilling Goddef8m>ra the landi 

xxr. 

To Rome the Charmer wtng*d her flight 
Rome her darling and delight ; 
There Brutus fiz^d the- heav*nly Fair's abode,. 

Brutus, illuilrious demigod ! 
Fain would the mufe his glorious aifts purfue,. 
And bring the wonders of bis life to view, 

Shining and great in evVy part ; 
JEv'n then, when he beheld his Rome op^cC^^'A^ 
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HM the Wild tumults of hi* tbrobbing heart. 

And in tame folly well the Amtc confcis'd* 

The SoT'reign thus whom.heav*n and eauh adotCf 

With well dilTembled patience bears 

Some vile infulter of hi^^wV, 
Deaf to his wrongs, aad to the iajur*d'» pcay'ra;. 
'Till by repeated crimes the wretch iecnre, 
3Mafphemes-thc eafy God that can fo long endure;. 

Then pointed lighcmags pieire the ikie% 
And with amazing force the tardy vengeaiKe iies* 

XXIi. 
Bv'n now, methinks, 1 fee the hero fland, 
Orafping Lucretia's dagger in his hand ;. 
He fummons to his aid deliv*ring. Jove, 
And all the tyrant-hating hofts above ; 
Then from below the matron calls, to view 
The great revenge to her wrong*d honour doe. 
The aftonifh d crowd believe the chief infpk'd. 
And, in a moment, to like raptures fix*d. 
Feel a loft vigour to their breafts reftor'd, 
Shake ofF their fetters, and abjure their lord ; 
The bleeding dame almoft remain'd unmoum'd. 
While peace, and liberty, and blooming ioyB>setiii&*d. 
XXIIL 

Too mighty were thofc joys, too vaft, 
UnmixM with leflisr forrows long to laft; 

A few ralh youths, a thoughtlefe band, 
Attempt the exil'd monarch to reftore». 
To fix on former props the (haken power. 
And load with heavier chains the refeu'd land. 
What various horrors, Confol, racked th^ mind, 
Thy fens the firft in the black lift to find ! 
Not long the father with the patriot ftrovt,^ 

Soon prcvail'd his country's love ! , 
The awful judge latKa luWmllcowft's 
And to the axe hw|pu^1 a2*^iia^^ms\ 
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And views, uftiROv'd« in eadu cxpine^ foil. 
Rome's fears defttoy'dv «i^ ^ ow» hopes lucbnc* 

The anguiih of his foul and woe. 
He well ayenges on th* invading foe; 
Then dies : but (truck iuf froedom » ht fisUt 
And fenc a rifing tyrant | down to belL 
Hait, great deliverer of a race oppreft I 

Hail, name, to futorv age» ble(b^ 
Thee (hall pure ntatreiM ilog, Ibit Ttrgtni tbeQ 
Avenger furc of injur 'd chaAi«]^^ 
Tyrants unborn ihall tremble at thy ttMne, 
And heroes yet to come be kiodled by thy flune. 
XXIV. 

But what avail the woiHkrs- done. 

Tyrants expell d, and coiiq[uefts woo? 
Within Rome's bowels a domtftic foe 

Erecfts a fortrefs to eoUbve the land;. 

Its lofty hu^bts the town comoumd^ 

And threatens ruin all below. 

In words like thefe tke frighted crowtf 
Utter their complaints aknid. 
Ralh complaints ! ill- grounded femni 

The great ValM-tue^ jfoe, appears ! 

Submifllve, (ee ! he bows aroend-. 
And bends his humble fa(ce» to the gronnd; 
To you, he cries, from whom all fway defceBd% 
Romans, to you your fubjed conful bends.: 
Juftly you (brink at arbitrary (hrtc, 

But hard to judge your magiftrate ! 
I c*er a Pow'r above your laws I fought, 
Or e'er your freedom injur'd but in thought; 

Turn, turn on this devoted head 
The dreadful axest that you gav»; 
Or fpccdiei lightning fla/h me dead, 
And op'ning earth become my gravel 
Jif Arum, 
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Soon ihall this houft be raz*d ; and, funk to dbft; 
Clear my fufpeded faich, and prove your fears unjoft^. 

Already leveled as he fpoke. 
The building finks amain; 

Down the widi hill the ruins (mokCi 
And fill the extended plain. 
Sublime in impious (late;, Verfalia, rife, 
Fit for the wrath and juftice of the flcies; 
This houfe dcftroy'd eternal praife (hall claim. 
When with thy pile is loft the hated founder's | name;. 

XXV. 
Not Gods by all the fpacious earth adorM^. 
With half fuch joy a thoufand kings behokl. 

Each of unnumber*d flaves the lord. 
Decking their (hrines with tributary gold. 

As fiU'd the Goddcfs, when (he faw 

Rome*s glorious offspring own her law. 
Whom ihall I fiifl reheaife ? the deathlefs throng. 
Confounds the mufe, and tires the laboring fong. 

Who can enough the Gracchi praife, ^ 
Or (lern Torquatus to due honours raife f 
What colours paint Servilius, as he flood 
Warm with great rage, and more than half a God,, 
His arm frcih reeking with a tyrant's ^ blood I 

Who, thro' a train of heroes, trace 
Th' unfading glories of the Fabian race I 

In equal numbers, who extol 
Camillus, terror of the impious Gaul ; 
And Maniius thund'ring from the capitol ? 

XXVI. 
Blefl Italy ! where.evVy plain and ilream 
Immortal adions crown ; 

The free-born mufe*8 grateful theme,. 
And facrcd to renown. 
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'Horatius here, alone, an army ftood, 
'Ouardian of Rome amidft furrounding foes : 
Sav'd Tyber, bear his praifes oq thy flood, 
And hid old Ocean fpread them as he flows ! 
There Coffus from a fccptcr'd tyrant tore 
Ms life, and all the gorgeolis arms he wore; 
The fpolU adorn Ferctrian Jove's abode, 
A prcfent worthy of the thund'ring god ! 
Marcellus here firft taught defpairing Rome^ 

That Hannibal could be o'ercome. 
XXVII. 
When Curius and Fabricius I behold, 

Auguft in willing poverty, defpife 
Barbaric gems, and heaps of profer'd gold. 

And a mean freedom, conftant, prize ; 
iMy breafl a geneiom emulation fires, 
And all my foul to deathlefs fame afpires* 

Ail hail ! ye venerable feats, 

Of godlike minds the bled retreats, 

I^ow cottages, obfcure abode?. 

That bred a race of demi-gods : 

Where you, great fhades, where Scaurus liv'd, and thovj 
Twice didator from the plough. 
Ye powers, how very poor to thefe, 
Appear the lofti eft palaces ! 

I fcorn the little, defpicable things, 
And pity the vain pride of all their builder«king% 
(Left unfinijbed ) 

§ Z. j^ C'mctnnatut, 
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